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j SPEEDS TKhU SPACE 1 

1 1 

Or.t-e sp.,ey ti’avoi has becerae ar. 
uccomplinhed fact, the prfSs.r.g pr»> 
b:vm vdi: be to rrake it both jrroeti- 
yai!y and eamwcncialiy frasutio. The 
dif or mining factor will b< sped, 
foxaeihing whirh has bevr. a nr. tot 
iniportam clement since the earliest 
cays of human travel, bi-evmus of 
,he vast d; starves between ;:ia.p,-;s 
3*'d the difficulty of obtaining sup- 
plies in mid-space, speeds will have 
to be incredibly faster .than any that 
«iur mechanics' contrivances have ye: 
approached, it our space ships expect 
to get anywhere beyond our ovrn 
moon. 

As 3 cheering thought, the mere 
act of ’gettirg a spacecraft into 
operation wail be more than a pre- 
liminary step to cur goal. To reach 
space, a snip will have to attain a 

speed exceeding Earth s escape velo- 
city of seven miles per second. This 
amounts to a tidy 25^00 miles y^r 
hour, which would enable us to reach 
the moon in about ter. hours. 

To cover 50 mill ion miles to Mars 
at this pace would just about require 
lh * cumber that orw of 
Juies Verne’s hetvH-s Ttvife %o e:i~ 
oire.e the Earth, back who a readers 
uiughod ;,t such fmpassih'e stories of 
the future. That wont be too hard 
tor our crop of coming astronauts. 

But with Jupttcr a year or more 
fc^-ay. at the speed just given, ouj 
hopes S’ pin to dwindle, until we re- 
member that to get clear of Jupiter. 

8 rr '*‘ e P fr f second escape v*i tci'v 
wiH be needed, due to the giant plan- 
et s givAtor gravity p^IL 

Naturally, no one would want to 
nt.nfce a one-way trip to Jupiter, so 
; suen apeed. totalling cW to 1 S 5 , 00 J 
miles per hour, can be pictured as a 
requitvment. Thus will cut the- Jupiter 
Eight to a matter of a few months 
and would render feasible trips to 
batui-n and it* t noons — or even b.'-- 
yor.d. 

Still more encouraging- is the fact 
that certain travelers of the spatc- 
T»ays have a 'reedy neared a sp.xd 
close to ten times the highest esti- 
mate just given. These space racer* 
are the comets, which have been 
knoTsm to top a million miles &n 
hour, when, wheeling Around the run. 

If our space ships c*r. attain a 
cot: iota ry speed' - as this mark mav 
be ternied. interpianetaty travel wiU 
defijtitc-iy be *oib« thing for the pres- 
rm. ret too many years from new. 

As for trips to other solar -stems 
the speed of light wiU be raquirwJ as 
wn absolute minimum. At that. it. 
would take four years and four 
months to reach Proxima Cenuuri, 
the nearest sun to ours, 
ilaybe that speed will be - automatic' 
when we shoot our ships ir.to space. 

We certainly won't know until we 
tty! 
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TEE SpaceUr.er Xieidu wa* three 
er.iilion Earth miles short of Fhoohe 
w*&n the oread news cause, & flashed 
fur sooner than expected arid so 
ihruotfr that the pasaersgers were 
sensed. One moment were 

wav&ing Chclmetejr the Chameleon as 
he cavorted coyly on L-- three- 
dimer.5.on*l viiiscreen; then the Trans- 
iat urn News was catting in and tns 
“tri-di” was showing the bemb-ng °* 
Jars a, the capital of Japetua, in ail its 
horrsble and graphic details. ^ 

Xot that it iasted lot's; ir.ceeo, iw 
brevity was its real horror. Jama* a 
c rv cf curious buildings shaped uke 
cvur.d-r? and cones, was standing 
r-ay in the subdued light cf the 
distant run, when suddenly it sprouted 
sn.oke ail at once, as weL as to on 
every portion. A cloud billowed up- 
ward, only to be parted ir. _ nugaty 
wave* by * still larger cloud that was 
followed by art the r more gigantic, 
until the whole hud become a mam- 
moth mushroom that lifted uk.e a 
♦heater curtain to display the griu\ 
scene below. 

Colorful structures had become a 
.-ms* of ruins, so jagged, such a con- 
trast of shells and skeletons that a. 
firs*, it #s«med a trick of the vrri- 
screea. Then, a whisper grew to a 
murmur in the Vue-salon of the 
Xanadu. On a thousand lips, the 
murmur rose to a mighty shout, like 
a human thour.de r-clap. Then, men 
and wcr.en were on their feet, sing* 
irg a wild barbaric song: 

“Maya Tit* kata: moy* moya tsks!” 
* The *«or.g of Titan, the Moon Planet. 
A chart of conquest upon '*cdfc the 
Grand S-olar Alliance, dedicated to 
pence and commerce, had placec »£ 
absolute taboo. But who cared about 
the Alliance now! Titan, mightiest of 
rsoons was supreme in its own area 
I; had taken for itself the rank of 
planet which the G.S-A- had denied it 
The satellites, Hyperion, Mimas. 
Eaceladus and Tethys, with no c? 
position. Dione had capitulated aftei 
seme resistance; then Rhea. Mow, 
finally, Japotus, the die-hard, had 
race am bed. 

Ler. Ryder, a rugged chap with 
deep-set eyes, straight lips and broad 
''aw, was translating the Titan chan* 
irto L'rffLsh for the inquisitive girl 
who sat beside him. 



“The Titans, strong in days of yore,” 
recited Len, “shall rule the universe 
once more. That’s putting it in Eng- 
lish verse. In Titancse, it's simpler. 
tv. term mo?* means either strong 
or ruler, the same thing to a Titan s 
way of thinking. When you repeat 
non me?*. ynu give it a larger 
significance. The term kata is -he 
past verbal idiom, while taka symoo- 

lises a future tense." 

The girl gave a pur sled frown, as 
'though she didn't find it as simple as 
Then: 

been to Titan, Capta.n 

Ryder?” v 

“Of course," returned Len. m a 
boastful tone. "I’ve been everywhere. 
Right new. I'm going to Lie bar and 
have a drink- How about it. Miss 
Dale?" 

MIRA PALS agreed, since she 
couldn’t do much else, A swirl of the 
crowd was carrying them from the 
Vue-salon. FUnty of passengers want- 
ed to join the celebration at the bar- 
Eut Ere crowd began thinning before 
Len and Mira were half way there. 
Something had happened to the 
Xanadu. The whole half-mile of rdeket- 
shaped metal that made up the space- 
liner’s bulk seemed to be literally 
shuddering its way through space. 

“What is it?" gasped Mira, as 
passengers reeled away. A meteor 
swam? They must be baf ring our 
buffers all apart, but I dian t thins 
they were ever this thick past 
Jupiter!” 

“No meteors ” returned Len, with a 
head-shake. He grabbed the bar and 
drew Mira tovyard it. “The pilot has 
stopped braking, that’s all. 

“But why should we be braking, 
with nearly three million mites before 

our next stop?” * 

Mira’s question brought a smile 

from Len. 

“This packet travels at cometary 
speed.” stated Len, “and that’s better 
than a million miles an hour. We v e 
been decelerating for a few hours al- 
ready and well have to slow a lot 
rrwre, or the passengers will be jolted 
out of their space-pants before we hit 
port. But the skipper is going to 
step it up, just the same. He wants 
to get to Phoebe fast.” 

"On account of the Titans?” 
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“Who else?" Len gave a laugh. 
"They wouldn’t mind bagging a prize 
like the Xanadu.” 

“But we aren’t going to Japetns.” 
“They’ll be coming to Phoebe. Pretty 
near six million miles for them, while 
we’re covering three million. The 
Xanadu can probably get all the air, 
*u*! and provisions s’r.e^ieeds, and be 
on her way before the Titans arrive. 
Worse luck!” 

“You sound as though you favored 
the Titans.” 

“1 do. Here’s ’to the Titans!” Len 
raised a foaming glass, as he shouted 
to others along the bar. “The uni- 
verse loves a winner. Here s to the 
Titans, masters of the:r own world — 
ar.d yours!” 

L'gly faces leered approval as a 
hundred glasses thumped the bar, to 
symbolise a Titan toast. Those glasses 
seemed to bounce up to the gnnmng 
lips that awaited them; then, when 
thev had gulped the spacebrau, those 
same Bps chanted. 

"Tits kata kata; Tita Tita taka! 

The girl nudged Len: ,f Hcrw does 
that versify in English?" 

“It doesn’t,” returned Len. “It's in 
relation to past history; but they’ll 
be big in the future. Believe me’, 
Lens voice rose to an eager shout, 
“the Titans mean to take over. So 
more power to them!’’ 

MORE glasses, thumped the bar 
including Len’s own. The foaming 
• spacebrau biildwed like the atomic 
cloud above Japetus. The more of the 
damn stuff you drank, the fuller vour 
glass would get, at least for a while. 
That was why the drink was popular 
on spaeeliners, where .concentrated 
foods and beverages were scaled at 

lowest prices. w 

“Tell me more about the Titans, 
Mira urged. “You termed them 
masters of my world, as well as their 
own. What do you mean by that. 
“I'll show you.” Len w-as setting 
glasses along the bar. first sliding 
their, to leave streaks of spacefoam. 
“These are worlds and those curves 
are their orbits. What you’re looking 
at, sister, is the Solar System. 

“Go on.” 

“Mercury, Venus, Minerva,” recited 
Len. He paused, eyed the girl closely: 
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“People from Minerva call it Earth, 
as if there could only be one of its 
kind. That wouldn’t be your world 
would it?” Mira shook her head in- 
differently and Len chuckled. “It 
wouldn’t be,” he added, "or you’d 
have been insulted. Minervans always 
are.” 

The girl waved to the glasses. 
"Keep going, Captain P.yder ” 

"All right,” acceded Len, “the next 
is Mars. Then we jump to Jupiter, 
mighty Jupiter. Uninhabited as yet, 
but with four big moons that bow 
and scrape to that bunch of Inner 
planets. Willing to divide one vote 
among them, as members of the 
Great Solar Alliance!” 

There was a sneer in Len’s tone; 
then, emphatically, he thumped his 
own glass beyond the others. 

“This stsrdo for Pr^nm.” I>n as- 
serted. “Big, but uninhabited, like 


mjbhtK 

rvoiio- 


MIRA FIRED THE SUN BOLT SUN, BUT A SUDDEN SHIFT OF THE SPACE SHIP SAVED LEN’S LIFE. 
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Jupiter. Saturn has or# frftit moon, 
Titom It w.es offered one vote, to bo 
scared with Dions, Rhea end Japetus. 
What an insult! Why, Titan is bigger 
than Mercury ” — Lon thumbed the 
innermost of the glasses — “and near- 
ly as big as Mars. Here’s what 
Titans think of those worlds and 
their votes.” 


WITH a sweep oi his a™, Len sent 
al! the glasses crashing except the 
one that represented Titan. He 
extended that to the barkeeper for a 
refill. It vatne up promptly and Len 
Ryder led another toast to Titan, in- 
voking row enthusiasm front the 
crowd. 

-Do you know what Titan is!" Lea 
then demanded. “It's snore than just 
a planet; it’s the mid-point between 
the dun ,.ni Uranus, You know bow 
big V rare r-* is! Ino big it couid 
S'wuiiaw all that bunch of inner worlds 
and moons like they were so many 
pills. Its moons are inhabited and 
Uranus itself is reaching the habit- 
alio state. Eight now, though, it has 
countless untapped, natural resources 
which can be developed. 


“That's what they're after, those 
thieving inner planets and their pee- 
wee Solar Alliance,'’ Len waved his 
ht-i across the bar, to the strew of 
glasses he hid demolished. “Only 
they won't get it' — and you know 
why! Because Titan won’t let them.” 
He thumped the glass that stood for 
^T.tar.. “We won't let them! it e — 
won’t — let — them — ” 

Dozens of voices joined in the chant 
with glasses thumping to the rhythm 


“We — won’t 


let 


them” ar.d 


the long bar took on the appearance 
of a snake dance, the way the Xanadu 
jolted along. Mira, ret drinking, was 
eying Len coldly as she asked: 

“Are you a Titan! - ’ 

Dsn shook his head, then modified- 
it: “Hot yet.** 

“Just what does that mean!” - 

"I was on ray way there.” returned 
Lea. “On my way to Titan, lady, to 
take a job as skipper in their space- 
fleet. Now they will be needing me 
all the more. 1 can handle a packet to 
Uranus ami beyond. Maybe do some 
privateering back Jupiter way” 

“What d> you mean about the 

Titans needing you all the more!’’ 

cerrar.d-rd Mira. “Are you sorry you 

didn’t heln bomb Japetus? 

* *» 

“Naturally.” Len leered above his 
foam-rir.:rr.od glass. “I'd have liked to 
lay that egg on Jama myself! ’ 


Mira’s face froze. A peculiar hush 
crept along the bar as though the 
jolting of the Xanadu had broker, the 
enthusiasm* Mira turned her back on 
Leu Ryder and strode toward a door- 
way. catching her steps as the space- 
liner lurched. Suddenly, she swung 
about. 

The girl's face had gone livid, yet 
its white heat made her the more 
beautiful. Her spirit intrigued the 
object of Her rage, Len Ryder, for the 
mocking bow that he gave was plain- 
ly a mask for his admiration. Mira’s 
response was a toss of her head, a 
wave of her hand, like imperious 
gestures of farewell. 

It realty could have been a per- 
manent farewell. 

An object gleamed in the girl’s 
hard, round like a gun muzzle but 
, wider. From it spurted a silvery 
that whined faster than a 
fritming meteor, straight toward the 
bar. Only a jolt of the space liner, 
coming with the fling of Mira’s 
hand, saved Len from that missive. 

The thing splashed like a sunburst 
as it hit the bar at Lon's elbow. It 
left a jagged hole in the mahognnite, 
bigger than Leris midriff. Lon had 
seen people chopped in half with 
missiles like this. In fact, this was 
the first time he’d ever known one 
to go wide of its target That could 
be charged to the lurch of the 
Xanadu, not lack of aim on the part 
of Mira Dale. 

Mow Len knew what planet the 
girl hailed from. The thing that 
hadn’t quite found him as its target 
was a Venusian sun-bolt, the most 
compact form of stored energy 
known to any world! 


IT 


IT Juts lucky for the girl from 
Venus that her sun-bolt missed. Had 
Len Ryder succumbed, a hundred 
Titan sympathizers would have 
pounced upon Mira Dale and settled 
her fate. As it was, they hesitated 
tong enough to voice their rage. Sharp 
woni% in Titanese were drowned by 
the fierce throb of a rising roar. 
Then, as Mira turned to dart away, a 
dozen men lunged toward her. 

They were met by a counter-surge. 
In from half a dozen doorways pour- 
ed ship’s officers and crew men, 
augmented by a flock of passengers. 
They were armed with electric whips 
that could snake a weapon from a 
hand at fifty paces and completely 
numb an opponent at a third that 


range. Before the crowd at the bar 
could produce zip-guns - <cr blow- 
knives, they were under control, ex- 
cept for Len. 

The boastful, space skipper was on 
his way to throttle Mira in person. 
He’d overtaken her and was laying 
a clutch on her neck Trad 

Bylo, Third CMfWr .’oi Xanadu, 
intervened with two hundred and 
twenty Earth-pounds of heft. Such 
interference bothered Len only pass- 
ingly. He battered Trad against a 
space-hatch and turned for another 
grab at Mira. Trad rallied long 
enough to receive a few more punch- 
es; then, a cluster of crew-men piled 
on Len and Mira fled for the safety 
of her cabin. * 

It was Bylo who saved Len from 
the crew members, but only after 
they’d softened him considerably. 
Yanking Len -from their grasp, Trad 
reeled him out through the Vue- 
saion, where the Titan sympathizers 
were already being rounded up. 

There, Trad fairly bellowed ^ his 
triumph as he dragged Len aiong 
like a souvenir of a happy occasion- 

“Outsmarted yourself, dtdn t you? 
scoffed Trad. “You didn't figure these 
Titan sympathizers are all mouth 
and no guts. Maybe you thought the 
crew wou}fi turn yellow and quit. 
Well they didn’t, Ryder, and you 31 
pay for it.” 

Len was paying already, judging 
from the way Trad punctuated his 
remarks with body blows. Drooped, 
bleary-eyed, Len apparently couldn’t 
hear "the cheers that rose for him. 
But the shout of “Moya Tita kata; 
moya moya taka” soon died from the 
lips that began it. Accepting Trad s 
pummel In g of Len as an example, 
the crew of the Xanadu put a solid 
finish to the fray. From then on a 
single peep in favor of Titan was a 
sure ticket to the ship s hosp.tal. 

Trad didn’t allow Len that luxury. 
When he reached Leris cah:n, he ^ 
flung the space skipper inside, then 
entered and closed the door behind 
him, grinning back at the crew mem- 
bers to assure them that Len was 
due for a further beating. But as 
soon as they were alone, burly Trad 
poured Lon a drink of Enceladus 
brandy and brought him a wet towel 
to soak his battered face. 

“Sorry I had to let the boys go to 
work,” "consoled Trad, “but there was 
no other way. If those blasted Titans 
had only laid off Japetus until this 
packet pulled into Phoebe!’ 

“I know." Len nodded. ‘Then you 
could have dropped off and joined 
me on that spacechaser that I’ve got 
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anchored there. We might even have- 
gotten to Japetus before the Grand 
Titan decided to blast it. Eut it 
wouldn’t have worked as well as 
this will.” 

Len paused to study his face in a 
chromidium wall panel. His lips look- 
ed like a satellite’s orbit, the way 
they were swollen. His eyes weren’t 
so bad, though. Both had been black- 
ed, but at least they matched. 

“When we .reach Phoebe,” contin- 
ued Len, “gll these Titan sympathi- 
zers will be dumped^herr*. Naturally, 
I’ll be one of themSand a hero in 
their eyes as well. Now nobody will 
ever suspect that Pm actually work- 
ing for the Grand /Solar Alliance 
to contact the underground groups. 
It will make it all the easier for me 
on the smaller moons.’” 

To that, Trad Bylo nodded, though 
• his beefy face was rather rueful. 

It will make it harder for me. 
though,” Trad argued. “If the Titans 
hadn’t taken over Japetus, which is 
practically declaring war on the So- 
lar System, I could skip ship in Phoe- 
be without people guessing why, Now 
they’ll know that I’ve gone over to 
the Titans.” 

“Just the opposite,” returned Lc-n. 
“After the way you tore into the 
Titar. crowd tonight, they’ll figure 
some of tha bunch waylaid you for 
keeps. I’ll help spread the rumor, 
Trad. In fact” — painfully Len 
formed a broad smile — “if you will 
just stroll a little too far from the 
spaeedock" before this ship velocrtates 
off Phoebe, I’ll personally supervise 
your capture, like you did mine.” 

Trad’s smile of response was slight- 
ly on the sickly side, with Loris face 
as the horrible example of what could 
happen to a prisoner taken in such 
a straggle Then, realizing he would- 
n't have to play the hero ns Len 
had, Trad broadened his grin, Etepped 
from the cabin and waved good-night. 

THERE wasn't much time for sleep 
nor did the pitching of the Xanadu 
encourage it. By dawn, the spacelin- 
er was braking hard to make up for 
the high speed maintained in the race 
for Phoebe. At last, the tiniest and 
outermost of Saturn’s numerous me*? ns 
was sighted and the Xanadu spiralled 
to a landing. Her passengers prom.pt- 
began to disembark. 

Eight million miles from Saturn, 
Phoebe was a sad, drab sort of world, 
a mere two hundred miles in diame- 
ter. Maintained by the Grand Solar 
Alliance as an occasional port of call, 
Phoebe had jumped to importance 
when Titan began its schemes of con- 
quest. Phoebe was four times farther 
from Saturn than any of the other 
moons and its motion was retrograde, 
so that it circled the planet in a 
direction opposite that of the others. 

That didn’t deter Titan from want- 


■"y ing to gobble Phoebe like the rest 
of the satellites. Eut until Japetus 
fell, Phoebe was beyond Titan’s 
sphere of influence. Now, with 
Japetus conquered, it was a foregone 
conclusion that Phoebe would go the 
same route. 

As a result, the spaced ock was a 
scene of wild activity. Men, women 
and children were crowding into every 
form of space carrier, willing to risk 
the long trip to Jupiter, if only to 
get away. None wanted to board the 
Xanadu and continue on to Uranus. 
Once the forces from Titan took over 
Phoebe, the last spurt-stop on the 
Jupiter - Uranus run would be gone, 

V 

No longer would spaceliners ply that 
route. 

* Passengers were leaving the 
Xanadu to wait for her sister ship, 

* the Coleridge which was due in 
shortly- from Uranus. They would go 

■ back to Jupiter on the Coleridge 
while the Xanadu continued to the 
-. outer reaches, perhaps never to re- 
■> turn. But he- loyal crew was ready 

, j, 

to assume that risk. 

V Meanwhile, hundreds of robots were 
•. at work, unloading some -of the ' cargo 

ft as well as baggage fee the trip back 
, to Jupiter. Dm Ryder gritted his 
teeth at thought of such fine 
mechanical contrivances falling ini'* 
the hands of the Titans. Under his 
breath, Len muttered: “Aka aka aka” 
which in Titanese meant *C'«t la 
guerre.” However, Len had plans fo~ 
u i * w of them. He laugh'd as Jv 
, was shoved from the spared nek' by 

* members of the Xanadu’** crow, who 
nil! had him branded as a Titan 
sympathizer. This would only help 
further his plans. 

. * Looking up at the duck of the 
Xanadu. Len saw Mira there. The 
Venusian girl looked jaunty in her 
transport plex costume, through which 
the dawnlight shone so thoroughly 
that about all it left to the imagina- 
tion was the costume itself. Len re- 
membered the furore that those re- 
vealing costumes had first created 
when introduced beyond the million 
mile limit of the planets which 
barred them. Now they were regard- 
ed as the correct thing for space- 
wear. Only it wasn't exactly neces- 
sary to sta r.d ir. front of a sunrise to 
prove jt. 

THERE were no cheers for Mira 
from the herded Titan sympathizers. 
They would have liked to tear Mira 
from the limbs she showed so 
prettily in the transparent space 
travel costume. In face they said so 
and even began to shout their 
opinions until Mira raised one hand 
to brush back wisps of stray blonde 
hair from her forehead. The crowd 
recalled how Mira could loose sun- 
bolts and the uproar ceased. 

Trad Bylo, standing beside Mira as 


if to guard her. bellowed an order to 
herd the crowd aior.g. Len Ryder, 
like the rest, was shoved are'- rig the 
dull, volcanic- gray buildings that 
formed all there was of Phoebe City. 
Here, auik-riy, the Titan sympathizers 
could only glare at empty sh >p 
window* ar.d wait until the Titan 
spacefleet arrived for the formal 
occupation of Phoebe. 

AH the inhabitants cf Phots*, bad 
been planted there by G. S, A and 
therefore none could stay. They mart 
have fores*;*: ri the fall of J apt-iiia, f . r 
they’d packed every last possession. 
TheL- robots, who did all the heavy 
work on the thin atmosphere oi 
Phoebe, were carrying the last crates 
to the spaeedock. 

Thai gave Len the big idea which 
squared hire further ■with tbe Titan 
sympathizers. As a robot returned 
empty-handed, Len stepped in front 
of the contrivance aid ga*.e the iuv-ft 
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motion that cut the beam to it? 
electric eyes. The robot went through'' 
a series of mechanical reactions: Its 
eyo» flashed, its amts Paved, it made 
false starts ami stops. Though this 
vv »? a worker robot, it was etyoipped 
to attack and kill, should anyone 
attempt to capture or steal it, as Lon 
was doing now. 

But Len didn’t give its fighter 
•techanisn* sufficient opportunity. 
He switched from fast gesture# to 
si - ' 1 *’, approached be idly when the 
average person w-ou'd have recoiled. 

Tn short, he played the robot like a 
f:sh os a line, throwing its reactors 
nut of synchronisation. Lon was try- 
ing to put the metal monster on a 
dead center, much as a juggler would 
perf.vzn a difficult balancing trick. 

Suddenly the trick was dene. The 
*"he« stood rigid :a a crazy position 
♦ rent which the slightest jar might 
disturb it. Lea didn’t alkm that. 
Delicately, h;s hands massaged the 
thin atmosphere in front of tlie . 
mbit’s blinkers. At last L*r foutuf*^. 
the wave length that eont rolled the 
thing. The robot wag under his 
command. 

Snaring other# was easy after that, 
smmj they ail responded to the same 
wave. Ler. tested half % do sen of 
them for their voeotene, then issued 
commands. The sir robots marched 
off like a squad assigned to a special 
duty, which they were. 

TRAD BYLO vn* having a field 
day. The beefy Third Officer of the 
.\#nad« had come down from the 
space-dock and was ordering Titan 
sympathisers about m if they were 
a 1 * rf tr.se ly Asteroid.’sT’S instead of 
intelligent asn<R folk. True, anyone 
who backed the Grand Titan in his 
schemes of conquest was hardly en- 
titled to the courtesies, shown to 
persons who wanted to live in a free 
world ; but Trad himself was behaving 
like a Tnojnbeir of the BOO? or 
Bureau of . Oaterp'anetiry Police, 
which the Grand Titar. had instituted 
.in defiance of the G. S. A. 

The Xanadu was still in dock and 
notv the great shiny shape of the 
Coleridge was spiralling in from 
Uranus. While either of those mighty 
liners was still on Phoebe, bullies like 
Trad could have their say. especially 
with an electric whip-lash. From the 
comer of a gray lava building. Len 
watched Trad leer happily as he kept 
flashing the lash ar.d bellowing: 
"Back! Get back, you space-scum! 

You moon rabble, you sons of Saturn, 
yea daka-duVa! * 

Thu.it last taunt, about the ugliest 
expression ir. the Titar.ese language, 
brought a sadden surge from the 
mob. which was just what Trad 
wanted. Hi# whip licked n vicious 
cirri* spark# flew in thousands, 
numbing a .dozen of the crowd. 


sprawling them face first on the 
rough, gritty ground. 

Then, before Trad could turn back 
toward the Xanadu, he found himself 
surrounded by a different sort of 
crowd, composed of creatures that 
were utterly oblivious to the effects 
of *n electric whip. The six robots 
bad closed in upon the ship’s officer: 
their metallic hands were shooting 
forward to suppress him. 

Trad snara'd, made useless slashes 
with the whip, then tried to break 
away. The robots snagged him 
bodily, turned at Len’s perfectly- 
pitched call and carried the 
struggling ship's officer along one of 
the narrow streets that curved away 
from the spucedock. The Titan 
sympathisers wanted to rush after 
them and relieve the robots of their 
human rxrev, But Len Ryder, again 
the hero of the <xcasion, waved them 
back. * 

In a rapid jabber of Titanese, Len 
assured them that he would reserve 
^T^ad for their later and more suit- 
able disposal after the two G. S. A, 
spaeetiners had cleared port. Then, 
rutting through another street, Len 
articulated new* commands to bring 
the robots to a given point, which 
proved to be an obscure spaeebasin„ 
half-hidden by two lava-gray tv a re- 
houses. 

Here, a rakish space-cruiser was 
docked. On it were half a dozen 
rugged characters, true outlaws of 
the spacew ays, the crew that Len had 
provided for this spaceehaser. They 
gave their skipper a wave of wel- 
come, then stared in amazement as 
six robots marched up, carrying Trad 
as their helpless bu-den. They came 
or, beard, dumped Trad and Went 
rigid at Len’s command. 

Len gave the nod and the 3 pace- 
chaser slicked out "from its secret 
wharf, bound Coward Saturn’s inner 
moons. 

Ill 

SHL was swift, sleek and slender, 
shaped like a long thin black cigar, 
a panetella type, to be precise and 
she even smoked like one. Pointed nose 
first, she cleaved the space while her 
tai'-bume." glowed with the effect 
of a cigar ash and the vapor jet# sent 
thin blue curls of gas trailing back- 
ward through the intarlunar void. 

Her name w## the Zipperin® and it 
was apt. She’d been a methane 
runner from Jupiter during her hey- 
dey. ope of the many such, that the 
Grand Solar Alliance had finally 
tvur.ded up among the asteroids. 
She’d been sent to Phoebe to serve 
as a reserve revenue cutter, bat the 
Titans had objected to G. S A. ships 
operating within their orbit. So the 
Zipperino had been outfitted secretly 
for the work she was to do now. 


the cabin of the two hundred 
foot spaceehaser, Len, and Trad 
congratulated each other on the 
success of their ruse. It simply 
couldn’t have clicked better. To all 
appearances, they had ' been utter 
enemies on the Xanadu and they’d 
carried that feud ashore,, at Phoebe. 
Now, with Trad ihisj^sonw, Len 
could pass jijjster -wijfc* any Titan 
patrol ship *hat*They might meet. 

Actually, though, Len and Trad 
were partners, working for none 
other than the Grand Solar Alliance. 
The crew would be anybody's who 
paid the price. They knew they would 
get more from the G. S. A. than the 
Titan Council: even better, they'd be 
able to go and spend it after they 
got it. So the eregr could be consider- 
ed loyal as far as circumstances 
went. They were pleased, too, because 
Len had brought along six robots to 
do the troublesome deck-work. 

Phoebe h^d dwindled to the size of 
a Martian tin dollar when Len look- 
ed through the sternoscope. The 
Ztpperino was about the fastest 
thing in space but it wouldn’t be 
smart to let her show full fumes in 
these orbits where bv now the Titans 
had gained control. They might 
suspect her for what she really was, 
n G. S. A. spycraft. So Len set her 
speed at two hundred milliknots. 
which v.-a# plenty fast, yet not enough 
to attract undue suspicion. 

Soon, though, the Zip perl no would 
be stepping up her speeds Len was 
thinking of a way to manage it, 
when he pulled down the great wall 
chart that showed Saturn and its 
many moons. As he did, Len recited 
the doggerel verse so familiar to all 
astronauts who plied the outer space- 
ways; 

"Phoebe, tbt>i Japetus and next 
Hyperion; 

Themis, Titan, Rhea and inward 
fa. Dione. 

Tetbys , Eneeiadus . Mimas and 
you're dene” 

WHEN Len completed the verse. 
Trad shook his head jn objection. 

"You should leave Themis out,” stated 
Trad. “Instead, you say ‘Mighty 
Titan' and that fills the line. That's 
how they teach it to the Titanese 
school kids. And why not? The extra 
moon. Themis, disappeared a century 
or mare ago.” 

One of the space crew, a burly, 
thick-lipped Ganymedian named Orth, 
added his say: 

“They’ve got a song about it that 
goes: ‘I wonder what became of 
Themis, that old moon of mine.' Sort 
of a theme song of Titan.” 

“You mean a Themis song,” modi- 
fied Len. without batting his deep- 
set eyes. “But there’s no mystery 
about it.” Len traced a long, dotted 
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LEN SAW MIRA WEARING A TRANSPARENT DRESS AND KNEW HE WAS IN FOR TROUBLE. 
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fine that nn off the side of the 
chart, “This is the orbit of Thetflis. 
It’s a wandering moon that pot away 
iron ;ts primary. Saturr. It’s on its 
way back, due about now, Themis is. 
Once its orbit crosses Satatr.’s, it will 
be snapped into the fold, another 
moon for Titan to govern.'* 

V. ith that. Lon dismissed Themis 
and took up the question of Saturn’s 
r* sr.i’ation moons, tapping them in 
order from Phoebe inward, 

have so’.:*? agents on a!! these 
moons,” Lett stated, “Titan included. 
They're the underground that will 
have ze be ready when our space, 
fleet strikes, I have instructions for 
ail of them; instructions which they 
hi. r.e can understand. In fact, t don't 
know the answers myself.” 

Len began moving buttons on the 
f-nn. f .'hewing the orbits of the 
various moons. Then: 

"If taese satellites would stay in 
line,” declared Len, "it would be easy 
pick a route. When they're 
scattered, it’s bad, particularly as we 
hav» Saturn's gravity, to contend 
with, in cutting over to the far side 
of the planet. So until the moons 
cluster, we’ve got to stop at those 
which are handiest.” 

Len fingered the buttons, pointed 
straight at one and decided : 

“Well start with. Japetus.” 

STUNNED silence greeted the an- 
rwuncemen:. It v as as if the great 
hush of outer space had invaded the 
air-tight cabin of the spacecha.se?, 
Stark horror re flee toil itself on the 
tough, tawny faces cf the space crew, 
^laeis Trad Sylo, hardest of the lot. 
wo* frozen stiff* r than a chunk of 
spaeednft Hi* big eyes bulging front 
his beefy face. Trad stared at Lon 
Ryder, expecting at least the flicker 
of a smile to betray itself on the 
space skipper’s lips, 

Len d'dr’t smile. He just waited. 
The others looked anxiously at Trad 
who finally found his voice and acted 
as spokesman for the lot. 

f. jv't'ac’” Trad’s echo was a 
hearse whisper. “Why, that would be 
murder. Ten! After the atomic 
bombing they handed Jama, the 
whole area will be rad; 'active. No- 
body will want to go near it.** 

"AH the mere reason.” returned 
Len. "why the underground should 
stay there." 

“What are they "" demanded Trad, 
“Men cr robots? If they're men — 

1 don’t care what their planetary 
ancestry may bo — they couldn’t 
survive. Wny, their eyes would pop 
cup, their teeth would fall out — ’’ 

As Trad halted, his own eyes and 
teeth looked about re-ndy to do as he 
described. Vow, Len really did smile, 
but blandly. 

“They are men,” stated Len. “but 
they are immune. "Every underground 


lair is specially manned by survivors 
of atomic attacks or their direct 
descendants who have been tested and 
found to be A-A types. The Alliance 
planted them, just in case,” 

Trud’s eyes widened at the announce- 
ment. Though he was in the employ of 
the G. S. A., this was news to him. 
Then, knotting his thick forehead, 
Trad asked: 

“How about you, Len? Are you 
immune?” 

Len lifted his discarded space-suit, 
gave it ar. effectless toss to Trad. 
It nearly knocked Trad over when he 
caught it. 

“Its woven plumbiura," explained 
Len. “Made from special cloth -of-leud. 
Tire helmet contains leaded plastic. 
So don't worry about me when we 
land on J a perils." 

“But what about us?" queried 
Trad. 

■£ -' 

“You don’t have to land,” returned 
Len. “I'll take a couple of robots with 
***Jk$: So set your course. Trad, and 
■*rakb me up when we get there. Last 
night was a trifle rugged. I need 
sleep.” 

BEFORE he turned in, Len took a 
io-ok at Japetus. The satellite was 
hanging 1 in the sky, bigger than, a 
Mine rear, pie-plate and a lot more 
shiny. Indeed, its brilliance was 
phenomenal, f ar the Zipperino was ap- 
proaching the side of Japetus on 
which the Great Quartz Desert was 
located. Five times brighter than the 
other side, this was one cf the 
wonders of the Solar System. The 

closer you viewed it, the more won- 
derful it became. 

Len could vouch for that when he 
awakened six hours later. It was the 
glare of Japeius that aroused him, 
a? its crystalline surface caught the 
rays of the distant sun and magnified 
it with the glint of a million dia- 
monds. This, despite the fact that 
the sun was only ore hundredth as 
large as when observed from ten’s 
home planet. Earth. 

From a noon shape, Japetus be- 
came a huge bowl as the space- 
chaser came into the satellite’s field 
of gravitation. Suddenly, the scene 
was one of dazzling daylight, stream- 
ing from a mighty continent. J a pet us 
had a surface area about the size of 
Australia and the Zipperino was now 
right above the moon’s equator, 
orbiting around to the other side. 
Dipping closer to the odd world, the 
spaoechaser sped ahead of the sun- 
light and entered a grim, drab twi- 
light. 

Then, n mammoth luminary in its 
own right, the planet Saturn loomed 
ah'sd. rings and all. It gave a vague 
beauty to the rows of rocky hills 
that lay below the star-studded sky, 
even though this w&s the dull side 


of Japetus. After all, it was pleasant- 
er living here than in dhe razzle- 
dazzle of the quartz desert. At least 
it had been, until the Titans had 
launched their spite upon this lesser 
moon. 

Now came the scene of devastation 
that even Len Ryder, though harden- 
ed to every ugly sijrhJ *>f jtpai-e travel, 
dreaded it as wraiethlng.^J^it he didn't 
care to view. From a broad plain rose 
the hollow ruins of Jama, a weird 
green dust still drifting from the 
rubble. What had once been a proud, 
happy city, now constituted a row of 
empty shells. 

Not quite empty. Though it seemed 
incredible that any human beings 
could still be living in such sepul- 
chres, I -on knew ofpsome. It was his 
job now to contact them. 

Len went out to the control cabin 
and found Trad on duty there. Trad 
had discarded the uniform that he’d 
worn or the Xanadu and was now 
attired in dungarees like the other 
space hands. Len gave him an ap- 
proving nod. 

“You’ll pass muster," assured 
Len, “if any patrol ship shows up 
from Titan. Hover us ever to that 
ledge, Trad" — Len indicated the 
spot on the chartoscope — “and wait 
there for me. You’ii bo out of the 
radioactive area, so don’t worry." 

Trad landed the Zipperino on a 
towering biuff above the ruined city, 
?hd into hfs space outfit, clamped his 
helmet extra tightly and stepped out 
through the space hatch. The leaded 
plaetie of the transparent visor gave 
a ghoulish green to the scene of 
devastation, adding odd, sickly tints 
to Saturn’s varicolored rings. To Len, 
Japetus appeared as a pastel world. 

When Len beckoned a pair of 
robots to follow him, the scene be- 
came even more unearthly. Despite 
his lead-weighted space suit, Len took 
great, long, bounding strides that 
carried him' a hundred Minervan 
meters at a dip. The robots, auto- 
matically stepping up their pace, 
bobbed like rubber balls in and out 
of the crumbled buildings while Len 
coursed ahead, using shaky parapets 
and tottering wails as stepping stones. 
The comparatively slight gravitation 
of Japetus wouldn't 'have bothered 
him if he had fallen; but not once 
did Len falter along his sure-footed 
route. 

Len was watching now for signal 
blinks among the ruins. He saw such 
glimmers but at first they were de- 
ceiving, perhaps purposely so. At 
times the flashes seemed to come 
from heights above the city but that 
could have been an illusion caused by 
the glint of Saturn’s whirling rings, 
the dominant feature of the night 
sky. At last, the signals became 
coherent. They were guiding Len to 
a goal on n “hot or cold" basis, quick 
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blinks shying him away; slow, pro- 
longed flashes coaxing him closer. 

As Len finished a long stride that 
carried him knee deep into the 

debris of a small plaza, two gray- 
clad figures arose beside him and 
gripped his arms. They coded a 
quick message with their finger 
pressure, ordering Len to come 

along, w'hich he did. Sorrewhee in 
the offing were Len's robots; they 
had lost -ground continually while 
following their huniS^muster. So Len 
no longer made tHP gestures that 
actuated them. Those “mechs” could 
stay where they were; he’d pick 

them up after his vyjlt to the Under- 
ground. 

Like Len, these gray men were 

from some planet of Earth’s size, or 
larger, for the gravity of Japetus 
was trifling where they were con- 

cerned. They moved Len to the center 
of the plaza, where a huge marble* 
statue of Lunus, the great Japeim- 
Liberator, lay sce.ied but intact. 
Though the statue would have weigh- 


ed a dozen tons on Earth, the gray 

men lifted it with ease, revealing a 
jagged hole into which they guided 
Len Ryder. 

The Underground had really gone 
underground on Japetus! 

IV 

NEVER before had any man beer, 
summoned before as grim, a tribunal 
ns the one which confonted Len 
Ryder. 

Such a group as the Japetus Un- 
derground Council could not have 
existed prior to the year 2W0 A. D., 
because not until then had any world, 
anywhere, realized what could hap- 
pen to the second and third genera- 
tions of humanity that had gone 
through the experience of an atomic 
bombing. 

The Grand Solar Alliance had for- 
secn ali that in the case of Japetu? 
and had acted accordingly. 

These inquisitors who now studied 
Len were the product* of many world* 


H 

and races, but they all loaked alike. 
Their faceless features were as gray 
as the parous rock through which 
the rir.giight of Sat«n$ filtered into 
this voicanic grotto. 

Perhaps that was just for efhact. 
but Len doubt'd it. He sat sure that 
these unfortunates wouldn't have to 
use theatricals to magnify their 
plight. They were p-*od for one ihirsr 
only, their ability to purer. * atomic 
raids because of their immunity to 
radioactive rays. That was why the 
G. S. A. used them n curb, 'duty 

Often* Ler. Ryder had .knows, 
desperate men. lie knew the extremis 
to which they could go when their 
lives were at stoke. Or, that count, 
the members of the Jap'-tus Cmme” 
began where other* left off. They 
didn't cane about their lives:, their 
intake was the life cf the human race 

■ t jXx'j * f 

The lava- faced cha.rman rapped for 
order. When he spake, it was in th» 
smooth tones of Uruvoi, the urn vers* J 
language that was instantly transint- 
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able into any global tongue except the 

ancient trisyllabic Mi randan. 

“You come from the Grand Solar 
Alliance.” declared the chairman. 
“’*t"hy d'd they wait cr.tU J3pe*us was 
devastated 

“Because they cjo! 4 not declare war 
upon Titan,** returned Lea. “The 
Al’ance I# restrained from warfare 
until an overt act is committed." 

“Titan r,.d already conquered Rhea 
and Diene." 

** Through demands a ’ore. Rhea and 
Thone capitulated ike the smaller 
•noons, fearing: an attack that did not 
come.'* 

“Is it jicM to stand by and watch 
that happen V* 

"The Alliance can net answer that 
quest i-’!.’’ rephed Len. "its opinion is 
governed by the veto of its member 
worlds." 

tar, atll routine. 

These were the sort of questions 
taut were used to test persons who 
posed as messengers from the G..S, JL-. , 
and Len had given the right answers. 
Xrw, the’ blank-faced chairman was. 
becoming more specific. 

"Ti.’hy d d the Alliance fail to warn 
Japetus?” 

“Because,"' .Lett -replied. “it did not 
expect Tjtun to attack so soon.** 

“Why should Titan have waited 
longer?" 

“Because its great day of eelebrs- 
ticn. has not yet come.” 

“When wili that day bo?'* 

“When the wandering moor.. 
Xb-frTe^ -5 . Tt*?urr 

"And when will the Alliance at- 
* * r 

“Or ti e day of Titan’s celebration.** 

“And when shall the Undergrounds 
emerfff ?“ 

“The moment that the snare fleets 

clash." 

There was a long pause: then, the 
chairman’s hollow eyes iwod the 
rr and his slit ted mouth spoke: 

“To the day of Themis!” 

W-th the words, the chairman’s 
withered hard banged ^n obsidian 
gave! upon a basal; block. He rose 
and the others with him. their faces 
a* identical as dried pens in a wilted 
rxh A chorus of voices croaked in 
echo: 

"To the day of Themis!" 

ken Ryder bowed, turned on his 
bv-l and left the lava’ined grotto ae- 
eonipan’ed by the two silent, slit- 
faced guides who had brought him 
hr re* On the ■ way. he managed to 
ci,'.r.r>* along side corridors that led 
even deeper in this underground lair. 
F^m those, he caught the groer-gold 
glint of Reorlum that represented fins 
and jet-tubes of spacecraft that 
would be assembled far the T-Day at- 
tack. The Japetus Underground would 
do its share; it was Lon’s job to visit 
the ether moons of Saturn and stir 
them, to the same enthusiasm. 
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Stirring enthusiasm wasn’t the 
hard .part. Getting there was going 
to be Ler.’s great problem. 

THAT fact was driven home to Len 
soon after the guards had left him. 
As he vaulted among the ruins of 
Jama, Len heard peculiar echoes of 
hss footfalls. It -seemed as though 
cornices, waits and paving blocks 
were tumbling too long after he had 
passed by them. Even in the slow- 
working gravity of Japetus, it didn’t 
take minutes for loosened stones to 
fall to the ground. 

The only answer was that persons 
were on Ten’s trail. Unable to navi- 
gate with his speed, they were 
hurrying too much and the crashing 
sounds were the result of . their 
blunders. 

Len let a leap carry him across a 
warehouse wall. He landed deep down 
inside the shattered building and 
eased beneath an archway which not 
only formed a hiding place but would 
jkpread any showers of masonry from, 
collapsing walls. 

The clatters kept coming closer. 

Figures in space suits appeared up- 
on ’agged walls. They weren’t from 
the Zipperino, for the space suits 
were* of a style different from any 
that Len had seen in the Space- 
chaser's lockers* Apparently they 
were strangers who had somehow 
crossed Len’s trail. He couldn’t see 
any good reason why they should be 
looking for him. At least no rea- 
son that could be termed good from 
his own viewpoint. 

Even the fart that thovkl traced 
Len here was bad. He didn't want 
anything to betray the location of the 
Underground on Japetas. With that 
thought. Len sidled from the arch and 
worked his way among the ruins. 

Instead of being easy, this process 
was painfully weird. 

Sneaking about on Japetus was like 
moving in a dream. Any attempt at 
speed became a lurch that carried 
Len beyond his landing point. He had 
to think as well as act in stow- 
rootion to steal away unnoticed. By the 
time Len had drawn the searchers 
from the vicinity of the plaza above 
the Underground headquarters, he was 
practically surrounded and realized 
that now he would have to make a 
break for it. 

From a new lurking spot. Len 
watched a figure climb to a wall- 
top. Len lifted an Earth- ton building 
block and hurled it toward his 
pursuer, following the missile with a 
leap of his own. The block floated 
ahead, traveling faster than Leris 
spring. It met the space-clad figure 
head on end they vanished together 
in a lazy crash of the weakened wall. 
Len kept on, clambering toward the 
cliff where the Zipperino hovered. 

Len was spotted now. He saw other 


figures rise and signal ahead. Up 
frorif a crevice sprang another figure 
with a speed that matched his own. 
An Earthian like himself, Len 
thought, from the power of that 
spring. He'd forgotten that the 
gravity of Venus so closely approxi- 
mated that of his own planet, 
Minerva. Len remepibered^it when he 
came face to , fade wttji this now 
pursuer. *U - *’ 

Dawnlight was replacing the gk>w 
of Saturn's rings and in the pink 
streaks of the distant sun, .Len re- 
cognized the face of Mira Dale, 
staring at him through a plastic 
helmet th^t had been specially treat- 
ed like his own. 

This was no time to discuss such 
technicalities. All^the hate, spite and 
frustration that Mira had shown 
earlier was still present in her fea- 
tures which might hare been charm- 
ing to anybody but Len Ryder, He 
turned and high-tailed it for the sub- 
urbs of iama, waving for his two 
robots as he went. 

Fortunately, the mechanical figures 
were close by. One, then the other, 
sprang in sight and Len launched 
them toward Mira, all a matter of 
simple control gestures. They re- 
sponded faster than Mira could 
handle her , sun-bolts. One robot 
sprang toward the girl as she moved 
a deadly volt-tube after Len ar.d she 
was forced to aim the charge at the 
mechanical attacker. The robot dis- 
appeared in a brilliant sun-burst tint- 
ed with steel-blue around its edges. 

The second robot was almost upon 
Mira and she swung her other hand in 
time to give it a similar blast. It 
was amazing, the vivid way in which 
the robot melted in an instantaneous 
sun-splash. But Len didn’t pause to 
admire the blue blaze. He wanted to 
reach the Zipperino before Mira 
could reload. 

With one great leap, Len cleared 
the ledge' and landed on the space- 
chaser’s deck as she was getting 
under way. Mira’s belts couldn’t have 
dented the ship, for its bulk would 
easily have absorbed their energy. 
They wore concentrated to dispose of 
human targets; nothing larger. So 
when Len turnsliled in through the 
space hatch, he was safe from Mira's 
thrusts. 

Again, the spacochaser was whip- 
ping through the void, with Len re- 
ceiving congratulations from Trad 
Bylo, who frowned in puzzled amaze- 
ment when he learned that Leris 
pursuer had been Mira Dale. Then 
Trad’s beefy face broadened in a 
grin. 

' “At least we know she’s on our 
side,” - assured Trad. “She must have 
seen us skip out of Phoebe. Maybe 
she put a crew together just to rescue 
me. You'd better take me along to 
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THE SPEEDCHASER WAS WHIPPING THROUGH 
THE VOID, WITH LEN RECEIVING CONGRATU- 
LATIONS FROM TRAD BYLO, WHO FROWNED 
IN PUZZLED AMAZEMENT WHEN HE LEARNED 
THAT LEN'S PURSUER HAD BEEN MIRA DALE. 
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Jrp * t next Under* round, Len. 

WV;i square Msra if -tee ran into her." 

“She'd mistrust both of us," re- 
turrii-d Len. "No, well stick to orders. 
Trad, and strictly. \V e have half a 
doien ssxt.s to picx from so there’s 
pier-.ty of space to shake this dame." 

Ua’s statement waa too re than an 
opinion: he voiced it as a positive 
conviction. 

The space skipper wasn't due for 
just a s.ngne surprise. He was in for 
a lot of them. 


Dc.R had realty i:g-iagged 
.smong the moons of Saturn, using 
every trick ne’d learned as a space 
skipper. By a!l calculations, he should 
have thrown Mira Dale off the trail 
king- age, instead she’d clung to it 
like .meteor dost to a comet's tail. 
Whether the girl ya* just out- 


She’d simply bebbed up on every 
raoor, he v*. si ted and Len didn’t like 


up the opinion of every Underground. 

>'0W. heading out of Drone, Len 
himself was at the helm of the 
dipperi.no with Eneeiadus dead ahead. 
He d picked Eneeiadus by the toss of 
a coin, before visiting Dione. It had 
been a toss-up between Eneeiadus 
and Mimas, so Trad had agreed with 
Len that a coin might be the best bet 
to outguess Him, considering that 
everything eU*? had failed. 

Mimas and Eneeiadus were the in- 
nermost moons of Saturn, discover- 
ed by Herschel in I78l>. Never had 
their discoverer dreamed that with- 
m a few centuries space ships would 
fiy between those moons faster than 
he had ever traveled between his 
adopted England and his native 
Har aver. When Mimas and Eneeiadus 
were in conjunction, as they happen- 
ed to fee at present, they were a mere 
touch of the direction dial and it was 

W«:rjr him, or their minds ran In J?"** . With hardly a * werv ®« the 

identical channel*, ben didn't know*% *** U ,f. dl8tance tw 

»?, .t.. lal-j As the little moon rtovv to 

world, size. Len cut in close and 
harked the space-chaser under . the 
shelter of a blackish cliff on an 
otherwise barren landscape. 

^uch a hiding place was needed, 
for when Len stalked from the deck 
in his space-suit, his long strides 
earned him into a scene of amazing 
brilliance. 

One side of Mimas was always 
turned toward Saturn, practically 
frozen that way by the great planet’s 
tremendous pull. Len had placed the 
spacechaser in the in-between zone, 
so now he was viewing Saturn not 
tjuite above the horizon. Space travel- 
ers often thrilled at the sight of 
Earth as seen from its satellite Luna. 
Such a scene was insignificant, 
compared to Satu-m, viewed from 
Mimas. 

Twice as near, and hundreds of 
times the volume of Earth. Saturn 
seemed to fill the sky w-.’th its mighty- 
bulk and vivid glow. Aero* -i« 
mammoth planet lay a broad shadow, 
cast by its rings which were edgewise 
toward Mimas. This sight was truly 
worth traveling half the distance of 
the solar system to see. Despite the 
urgency of his visit, Len paused, 
found himself captured in sheer 
fascination, and wrenched himself 
loose with an effort. 

Turning his back or. Saturn, he 
strode for the darker side, watching 
for the lights of the reception com- 
mittee that was constantly expecting 
his arrival. There was no sign of 
Mira, nor any spacecraft that could 
have brought her here. Pleased by 
this, Len was totally off guard when 
members of the Mimas Underground 
suddenly surrounded him and de- 
manded his identity. 

With a smile, Len gave it and was 
conducted to headquarters. There he 


t 

It bad been cat and mouse, five 
times in succession. Len didn’t want 
to keep on playing the mouse. 

There was one thing in Lea’s favor. 
At least he hadn’t come within range 
c,f M.ra’s bolt-gun. He could thank 
h:s own smart judgment for that. 
.s.*ch time hod ventured from the 
wpperijw, Len hod deployed his 
rcixrts as decoys, never recalling 
them ur* J he was safely hack on the 
apscech-ise-. So he still had four 
, robots, all nicely intact, like himself. 
The trouble was that Len had been 
spotted, always close to Underground 
headquarters, on every moon includ- 
ing Dione. where he’d had to crawl 
beneath ar. iceberg p# complete his 
nifsicn. It was-s t always M;ru who 
had spotted him. For that, Len could 
be thankful, considering how fast and 
frequent the girl was with her sun- 
Ix-lts. But somebody of her crew was 
always close enough t» keep tab oa 
Ten's movement*. 

Len hod mentioned this to the 
various Underground* and they had 
smiled it off. They were different 
from the group c* Jape*. us. These 
ether moons had their own patriots, 
who were hiding in the fringes of 
populated dist.net*. They represented 
extremes :•? humanity: the Rhearw. 
far example, had greeted Len with a 
formal dinner in which Earth ian 
champagne had beer, specially served 
for their honored guest. The Dionese. 
in contrast. were practically Eskimos, 
hibrvmatlng beneath a surface world 
«f ke. 

But they were all living for T-Dav. 
Nothing rise counted. The toast: “To 
the d>.y *>f Themis!” whether drank 
in ch*?rp,.rre- or melted snow, summed 


delayered the usual message. 

“It is too bad that y must wait," 
Len stated simply. “But the time has 
been well chosen. The return of 
Themis can be viewed f rom a }j 
rest of Saturn's moons. There will be 
no need of any messages between 
them. Alt can act automatically and 
nt once." p„ Zg, 

The simpliikjh *{, tl^ritolan brought 
nods from the Mimas Council, though 
the chairman added a blar.d smile. 

"That might be important on Rhea. 
Jnpetus, and particularly Titan itself," 
the chairman stated. “But we of the 
lesser moons ar.d particularly the in- 
ner circle, have our own methods of 
communication. By the time you reach 

Eneeiadus, the result of this con- 

ference will be kfiown there," 

“That’s perfect'" exclaimed Len. 
"Then I won't have to stop there. 
Somebody has been crossing my path 
and I can\e here to dodge them. 
Chances are that she — - I mean they 
— - are waiting there right now, ex- 
pecting me on Eneeiadus. The odd 

thing is, this party is a friend — or 
should be — because we’re both on 
the same side." 

WHILE on his way back to the 
spacer baser, Len checked again and 
made sure that ‘.Mira wasn’t here on 
Mimas. Trad was awake when Len 
stepped on board and they were chat- 
ting as the Zipperino jetted up into 
the black sky. Then, as Trad saw the 
tremendous disk of Saturn, looming 
above the moon’s horizon, he ex- 
claimed: 

“Why, thus can't be Eneeiadus! The 
old Ringmaster is big enough for 
Mimas. What did you do, Len, lose 
your way?" 

“Purposely," nodded Len, swinging 
the ship away from Saturn. "I had a 
hunch that the coin fell wrong side 
up.” 

"Icu're heading into Eneeiadus 
now ? ” 

“Xo need. Trad. The boys on 
Mimas are going to relay the mes- 
sage. Don’t ask me how. Maybe they 
have space pigeons.'* 

“But suppose something goes 

wrong — ” 

“It's not likely,” interposed Len, 
"unless 1 stop on Eneeiadus myself. 

So we’ll let Mira wait there, where 
she can’t help us and therefore can’t 
hurt us. The way she’s been playing 
the protector, the Titans may be 
wise to something ' by now. Next 
thing, the Boops may be after us.” 

‘Then Mira may already need our 
help!” 

"She won’t get it on Eneeiadus. 
We’re going to Titan. That’s where 
the biggest Underground is, right in 
the Grand Titan’s own bail-park. 
After we’ve talked to the boys on the 
home grounds, we'll worry about Mira, 
She’s looked out for herself well 
enough so far. Too well." 


Leris mind sag made up about go- 
ing to Titan. Trad finally saw ft was 
no use to argue, so he gave it up, 
but Len noticed his reluctance. 

“If you’re worried about showing 
yoer face on Titan,” Len told Trad, 
“we can double back to Mimas and 
let you stay there. The Underground 
would look out for you, although 
they'd have to hold you as a 
prisoner until after Themis Day — ” 
What^o you think I am?” in- 
terrupted Trad, "flrellow, like a batch 
of cosmic dust?" 31 ‘ 

“I’d just call it caution. Trad.” 
“Yeah? I could be just as cautious 
on Eneeiadus as Mimas. So why not 
drop me off there? Maybe I might 
change my mind and go on to Titan 
afterward." 

“You’ll go on to Titan now and 
let’s have no more arguments.” 

WTTH that, Len turned in for 
what was left of the interlunar night. 
This was a hard life, skipping from 
one daybreak to another. Even worse 
than the dawnhoppings were those 
landings on moons at night, when 
Saturn put on such a brilliant show. 
Out here in the void, you could sleep, 
but you never knew for how long. 

And now, Len couldn’t sleep at all. 
Something was sticking in Lon’s 
craw*, some carry-over from that 
futile argument with Trad. He wasn't 
a bad sort, Trad, and Len hadn’t 
objected when the G. S. A. had 
saddled him onto Len on the claim 
that he was the perfect man as well 
as the most convenient to serve a? 
Lon’s lieutenant, 

Len knew what ship’s officers could 
be like, particularly when they'd 
served on *u pertinent like the 
Xanadu. They were the big pains of 
the space ways. But he’d yielded to 
persuasion from the G. S. A. in re- 
gard to Trad Bylo. Partly because it 
was easy for Trad to ship on Phoebe; 
partly because Trad knew his way 
around Saturn’s moons. 

Both counts had exceeded expecta- 
tions, 

Leris capture of Trad or. Phoebe 
had made Trad's desertion look legit- 
imate. As for Trad's navigation, he’d 
called a perfect shot on every moon 
and hadn’t encountered any of the 
treacherous space currents that edd- 
ied around Saturn and the monster 
planet’s satellites. Frankly, Len had 
expected a few skids off Saturn’s 
rings, but Trad hadn’t even brush- 
ed them. 

So what was wrong with Trad? 

Len could give the answer in one 
word: 

"Eneeiadus.” t 

Len spoke it aloud to a figure 
standing inside the doorway of his 
tiny cabin. The figure stirred in 
response. Len made motions with his 
hands. With a laugh, he said: 
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“It’* all right. Tin Pot,” 

Tin Pot was Leris favorite robot 
of the four left after Mira had bolt- 
ed a couple into blue smoke. Len had 
been testing out the mech’s duplex 
reactions and was almost sure he 
, could get a triplex result of light, 
sound and contact, corresponding to 
the human senses of eight, hearing 
and touch. Now, Len sat up in his 
bunk and began to smoke a fireless 
cigarine. He’d gotten used to them 
around Jupiter’s methane region, 
where all sparks were taboo, 

“It doesn’t make sense. Tic Pot," 
declared Len. "You'd think from the 
way Trad wants to haul into 
Eneeiadus, he’s got a date there with 
a blonde.” 

A swerve of the Zipperinc nearly 
dumped Len from his bunk. Len came 
to his feet. 

“Bounds like I railed the turn. Tin 
Pot.” Len chuckled at his owr. pun. 
“We're heading into Eneeiadus and 
I’ve just remembered that Mira Dai* 
is a blonde. Not that I didn’t know. 
It was jurt that I’ didn’t care. Now 
we’ll gee if Trad does." 

Trad was in the control cabin, 
comparing chartoscepe with vitisgreen 
when Len popped in on him. Trad's 
beefy face went the color of a eojd 
storage cut when he saw* the space 
skipper. Leris eyes went to the com- 
municator box, caught a flash of its 
sound track, just before it flickered 
off. 

“Somebody tuning in?” demanded 
Len. “Like Mira Dale and her 
mystery ship, for instance?" 

Choked up, Trad shook his head. 
“Then whose order* are you 
taking?" snapped Len. “I see by the 
'scope that you've set a course for 
Eneeiadus." 

“Only by accident", gulped Trad. 
“I mean it was only a bluff. The 
contact was from a Titan patrol ship. 
They wanted to know* our port. I 
couldn't say Titan without consulting 
you, so I gave them Eneeiadus. It 
satisfied them, or they wouldn’t have 
cut off.” 

Len nodded his agreement. 

"That means we can keep on to 
Titan,” declared Len. "I'm not tired. 
Trad, so you’d better get some sleep 
yourself." 

Trad was ready to put up as 
argument; then he decided against it. 
His lips tightened until their white- 
ness contrasted utterly with his purple 
face. Then, abruptly, Trad left the 
cabin. 

Len spoke aloud to Tin Pot, who 
had followed him here from the bunk 
room. 

“Never fall in love,’’ Len told the 
robot. “It might Sand you anywhere* 
Tin Pot, even on Eneeiadus. You never 
can tell what a woman may do, 
particularly one like Mira Dale.” 

Thnt was more a praph'ey than a 
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passing ccmr.ctit. What M„*a had in 
store for one man in particular, was 
acraethiig that shouldn't even happen 
to a robot. 


YI 

WHEN the Zipperiiv© sp&endocked 

in Titan! ca, the capital of Titan, she 
was promptly surrounded by gr-.em- 
ciad members of the BOO? who 
practically screamed for the crew to 
show their credentials and to make 
it fast. 

All had them, from Len Ryder 
down the line, with ctk- exception. 

Trad Bylo. 

They took Trad into protective 
custody and began a starch of the 
zpacethwtr. When they came up with 
Trad's uniform from the Xanadu. tb> 
beefy mas began to stutter. He 
thought somebody had spnoed.tehcd 
that outfit, to he claimed. That 
brought a inter from the few? p Com- 
mander. 

“You’ll harg until you talk,” the 
H. C. told Trad. “Meanwhile, this 
ship is interned along v.th it* crew." 

“By whose erder?” demanded Ler. 
"Yours or the Grand Titan's?" 

By order of the Grunt, T:Ua.n — 
The B. C, had hardly gotten the 
words out before Lea's fist wntckxi 
his chin. Tbe result war quite terrific. 
The gravity on Titan was -slightly 
less than that of Mane, where am 
Earth tan wallop could court for 
plenty. Len'# powerful punch #emt 
the B, C. flying dear acre** the dock 
beyond the spare-dasher's rail «rd 
landed him far below with the force 
of a tea-foot Earth-fall, enough to 
stun him for the ti 
Before the other Beeps could come 
after Ism with their aharp-ccraerv'd 
clubs that could be used as kaive*. 
the space skipper stepped back and 
let his robots intervene. Then: 

“You heard y Jar commander.’" Ler. 
told the Beep*. "He *iald he awe act- 
ing at the Grand Titan’s order. That 
make* me wuve rable to one person 
only: the Grand Titan himself.” 

The peon-dad squad came to 
salute. Then, almost politely, th 
bowed for Ler. to accompany there. 

“Come along,” Len told Trad. 
“You’re the bone of contention, to 
you’ll be needed. A* for witness*-#, 
we have there,” Ke gestured to the 
robots and they tramped from the 
spare-dock with Tin Pot in the lead. 
“Ties” — Len added a chuckle. 
“Well sell the Grand Titan a bill > f 
goods yet.” 

PEOPLE paused to stare at the 
curious creature* that rent being 
marched along the streets cf Titanic*. 

Net the robots ; they were used to 
such. 

Lem and Trad caused the cor,- 
motion because they weren't : n era- 
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f °: ° ntf thi ^' You took a 
,.t- ‘ Jre ' t!n *‘ here from Phoebe” 

-War. w, >Jw ^ 

‘ >f th -e mcH -, r!S tc tv' 

~ r * PK ' ,to * r * -><- could ui" 

cwiVcvSj'r »* *<“’■«* 

*vLres t a3 ho QueriKi' «*»»j 
wre th^rp any?" 1 ARd 

,i"’' Ten snook his head. “Tbat 
makes ours^Il the more valuable." 
Possibly, agreed Lodi. “If we 

n * ed woutcraft at all Anv »r M * 1 . 

G. S A An> tIfne th « 

wer ‘ f ' thT0 J* a space fleet at Titan. 

Wel ‘ iOVOW *t before they get vwth 

we'.r n be m,!I T m£!e ''' V '’ hat ’ s 

I 7 ad -v for them. Hoover” 

Tod! slanted his mouth i n * c ■ 

£a o'; 1 " f hat ^ Probably°his 

, * Ke — can U5e you 
can ST Ryd ^ Tonight you 

wavwo^ °* U ;T'ome Themis, the 

t ' Whw orb£t crosses 

T1 v ° m ' W ' If T^mw has am - 

nbab : a ^ - 

TiV^” 5 Jhat thfy now « 

■■ r '’ I tane Rylo with me 
^cned Len. "As first mate- 
;Why not- returned the' G ra o d 

V \ "** lhird officer of the 
; Vtr.adu. he should certainly qualify 
'° r herth you've given him/' 

®y TSlD E the palace. Un ^ 

n» watched the green-shirtg stalk 
away to tell th^ commander that 

7 tl ° VVr ' PJ: ‘' d by the Grand 

. ln Person. Lcn gestured 

to"-, patiently when Trad besr-»n " * 
his thanks, b ** ttn t(> ^° ur 

Let back to the Spacedtwk/’ or- 
a^d Ljn. "I'll join jou there af J r 

m VtS.“ a * kcc 


r^iSzcI tat“ n “" ’ kDdr ’ tl " 

'That’s a tricky task, Len.” 

“Xot with Miss Mystery missinv” 

ZT t £l " So f "- -w £r*. 

« , tae wo "° as they sa y on Io 

T,Ap a V eVen 5h ° w her- face here on 
Titan. Anyway, the robots will throw 

. h “- ” ff . « •!»■. around. So L, „ 
mg, Trad.” - K l s °‘ 

~ r-lpELTS? s' 

Pl-O that ho atoppoa a£ . . ™* 

e JT; f Sh , op ' "' h ere he showed Ms 
credentials, explained his pmsent 

nt T* nd for a sui '^ out- 

U ‘ lhe Proprietor checked over a 
vocoscope, found Len satisfactory- and 

™**:V v a unLfo y m o£ h«r f»y 

» h, ch he had in ^tock. Len triedit 
on, paid for it in Jape tan quartzoks, 

Tknn n ° W aCC€pte,J cur rency on 

Titan. He went to the dressing room 

ostensibly to pick up his dungarees 

'' C h: ‘' Li tb, -‘ "tapped; instead, Len 
Pepped out through the back door. 

d viir" thori ^ n * ** wa? a cas * of 

d^mp green-shirts and explaining 

.-tter. uf.hr.-ard. You j M P „™? 

opposed to have a moment to your- 

SI/- 1 tae .> autEful - -'Parkling city of 

' 7\ C ° Uldn ’ t fln:sh a glass 

2tW ° ° r Wak f ° r 3 he:ic&bua 
i; thlUt , aorat K1U ~ In green coming 

P . an< ; lvailt:n K to see your Cs, as 
credentials were called for short. 

Lon didn’f pduse long enough for 

l Cb , quene *> He was away from the 
garish new palace, in among the 

3y bt,Min ** o£ thp oW citv 
that the present regime intended to 
supplant with ugly chrome stnjc . 
tures Here, Len really knew his way 
around, which was fortunate, for the 
Boops were thicker in this area 

2 C ° 77 hot - bod of the die-hards’ 
had opposed Syndic Lodi. 

There- were new signs in this area. 

Such place* as the "Patriotic. Cafe ” 
j* " Ho * r Modern” were now 

L ■ L t Taver "” ^ tt ' 

V C . 1 "* Those were the very 

^ P ‘ Picktid ’ that 

-tw Lnuerground would be smart 
•THxjgh to frequent them rather than 
place* tnat were on the doubtful list. 

A each, Len gave a countersign and 
•resuits came soon, 

- AS T° n moved through an alley 
_ th smooth ' blazed walls, the tiling 
swung open on secret hinges and 
71 - Tv figures Stepped out to 

whVb 7 t j r ° U!rh th<1 °PP°site wall, 
h.ch timed its pivot to the first. 

Down rough-hewn steps. Len and his 
companions threaded their way 

- Jsrh f maze of Passages and slid- 
g panels to the headquarters of the 
ra ? Underground. There, before a 
(-enclave of five hundred delegatee, 
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Len delivered his all-important mes- 
sage; that the time to strike would 
be tomorrow, the Day of Themis. 

Len was then conducted through 
some other passages which proved 
surprisingly short, considering where 
he came out. On the street, Len 
blinked in amazement to find himself 
on the ecfge of the esplanade. The 
Underground headquarters was prac- 
tically beneath the Grand Titan's 
palace! 

All the way back to the spacedock, 
Len was chuckling over that situation. 
He saw the Zipperino ni oared where 
he had" ^ef t her. the four robots 
standing on deck i^pproof that Trad 
had returned. His spacechaser, Len de- 
cided, was better guarded than the 
Grand Titan's palace. How easy it 
would be to take o’-4r Syndic Lodi in 
person ! 

Not as easy as taking over Len 
Ryder. 

The robots were just out of sum- 
moning range when Len made a turn 
past the end of the spacedock to 
reach the steps that would take him 
up to his ship. It was then that a 
human figure stepped swiftly from 


beneath the steps and planted a solid, 
rounded object between Lon's shoulder 
blades. 

Len didn't need the low-toned warn- 
ing that came with it. Only a 
Venusian bolt-gun could supply a 
muzzle of that size. The tone of 
course, was Mira’s and Len obeyed 
her or»i> r to march beneath the space- 
dock. Quito a surprise, this, but it 
was only the beginning. Titan, the 
moon planet, was a place that 
specialized in surprises. 

Who was waiting beneath the 
spacedock but Trad Bylo and the 
members of the Zipperino ’s crew. 
Trad’s face was ugiim than be n 
would have believed possible and the 
crew members reflected the wrw' 
mood. Apparently, Mira and Trad 
had been doublechnckirg Len as well 
as double-crossing Mm ever since 
leaving Phoebe. 

The only place they’d mksed out 
was when Len had by-passed 
Enceladus. It was Mira, whose 
signals Trad had answered at that 
time. But they were making up for 
it h*re on Titan, this pair who had 
tricked Len Ryder from the very 


S7 

start! 

VII 

THEY hanged Lea P.yder entii he 
talked. 

For those unfamiliar with this form 
of Titajaese torture, it .should be 
stated in ail fairness that Titans d:d 
not originate it. Actually it was in- 
stituted by the fewt Earth-met tv 
visit their moors, Luna. There, in at- 
tempting to hang a moon pirate, they 
discovered that the gravitation 
wasn't sufficient to strangle him. 

Instead, it produced a skiw-chck r.g 
protesi from wi.ich the v.eti m usual- 
ly recovered but seldom fully. The 
same quaint custom had been esarri-td 
to both Mercury a r A Mars, then 
finally to Titan. Those world* ve.-e 
admirably suited to the torture, but 
Mercury and Mars had banned tt by 
ord- r of the G. S. A uMch didr/t 
function here on Titan. So chaps like 
Trad Bylo could still have their fur*, 
legally though not Jethai’y. 

Strung up like an old- fashioned 
horse thief, L r waa clawing the air 
w-ith the bancs that they c beend ir. 
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LEN HURLED A BLOCK THROUGH THE AIR HOPING TO HIT THE ONCOM 


NG ROBOT MAN 


fantastic science fiction 


" l * * “ Oi hiEu. His head wn roaring 
* ^ the .tumult of a mighty surf 

•*-’d he was kicking madly to find » 
^-vthoid that just didn’t exist. Every- 
' "f A ls before his eves, un~ 

^ r * ’ hi». easing the rope 
tty.: burned his throat. Then a voice 
-nias voice — cut through the 
roar, as though- from far away. 

talk . now. Lent" 

> V, “5= ws ST»rgied the equivalent 

‘ / ~ Xo '' the >‘ h«m si ? p down into 

Iise ncost a «-Vin and the torture wx* 
resumed, hor some reason, each new 
treatment hurt worse. At last. Let, 

: argued ail the gasp that he could 
ram men. *' ill talk!” 

I: ' :cy ***** L«n down but didn't 
cut inn: foose. With the rope slack 
ibo;rt his neck, Len swallowed so*^e 
*ater that Mini prof erred him and 
even the cool liquid sear.d his throat 
• Uffis face was very- grim, but with 
sympathy completely absent. Then 
irad took over in his hard-boiled 
fashion. 

Ad right. talk!” Trad ordered. 
Look at this moon map and point 
-ut the UndarftToucd*. You know 
” -w rc tney are. You’ve been there ** 
Ler. began ft head-shake only to 
have the rope tightened. Mira in- 
tervened, but she was more practical 
than sym pathetic. 

"let him talk." the girl said. "‘For 
-k.r.sr. he can t pc - use to the spots 
•*ith his hands tied.” 

“^e aren’t going to untie them,” 
re.on.ed Trad. “kou’ve been acting 

ilSe > ou «« <J» his side and it’s 
t^rr.e you quit."' 


i HIS was rt‘ freshing news to 5.en. 
to .earn that anyone had been on his 
tf-, except T.u To t »~d the other 
robots. Bu; he couldn’t remember 
Mira intervening in his behalf, 
iba C.ib.y shed shown some s empathy 
:-t a time when he was practically 
blocked out. A good point to re- 
member. though. 

At ary rate, the rope was relaxed, 
t ® as could speak, which he 
<1 d huarstoy and painfully, 

* J j can’t point them out,** stated 
l.cru “Net accurately. The guides* that 
tWk me there nixed me purpeselv.” 

"That i can vouch i«r.” assured 
Mvm. a3 she put the moon map in a 
projector. “I got mixed just trying 
tv follow them.” 

i he g:ri clicked a switch and the 
mop of Titan and the other mooes 
was thrown in huge sue upon the 
dull white thexite wall of the big 
beneath the spacedock. Using 
a thin pencil- ray as pointer, Mira 
j rob-ea the moon charts one by one, 

~ e *-en tc speak up whenever the 
Lght came close. 

Speak up, Len did. 

floats about it,” he gruffed, keep- 
ing his soda short, so the rope 
wouldn’t tighten on his neck. "Yes, 


rx>w you've spotted another. About 
there for Tethys.” 

Each time. Mira spread the ray and 
let it etch a permanent circle on the 
surface cf the sensitized chart When 
Un had finished, Mira stated simply: 

”He* about right. Trad. I know, 
because 1 was there. The only one 
missing * Encekdus. That is, except 
Tuan, but it wasn’t our job to track 
the Underground here.” 

Trad gave a short laugh and faced 
Len. 

”!a case this is ail Plutonese to 
you, stated Trad, "our job was to 
tr:ck you into leading us to the 
various Undergrounds. You and your 
i, ‘ b - about as dumb as that 

outfit the ancients called the United 
Nations. 

""iour crew was planted by the 
Tstans. So was I and so was Mira. 
Me had you bluffed from the time 
things started on the Xanadu, at 
•east Mira did. Why. she even missed 
you purposely with that sun-bolt. 
She couldn't afford to kill you then.” 

W-T k‘ n managed to glare accusingly 
**f Mira. 

“Thaj’s right,” the girl declared. 
"The same way on Japetus. I picked 
«fi those robots instead of you.” 

After a;:, added Trad, “she had 
t0 ’-ag you other places. Well, it 
tallies well enough to mess any, of 
those Undergrounds in case they try 
to operate. The question now is 
when they’re going to try.” 

Ler/s Ups went firm. Trad prompt- 
ly stepped over and tightened the 
noose. The gape began inching Len 
upward from the floor, while Mira 
faced him and made a fervent appeal. 

i ;ease. Len! The girl’s torn? was 
earliest. “Don’t be a fboL It won’t 
help you, or anybody. I — well, I 
just know, that’s all. What vou won't 
tell, somebody else will. It always 
works out that way.”. 


SHE was really beautiful, Mira, 
though Len wasn't in a mood to ap- 
preciate it. She was wearing the 
tranaperiplex costume that she had 
sported on the deck of the Xanadu. 
The transparent stuff was impervious 
to about everything except the gaze 
of human eyes, though even that 
didn’t matter now, for Mira didn't 
have the sun behind her. It wouldn’t 
have mattered to Len anyway, be- 
cause everything was agoing black. 
re^S biack, blacker than the sky above 
an airless asteroid. 

But Len could still hear the girl’s 
pleading voice: 

“If you'll only believe me, Len? I 
don’t want you to suffer. I want you 
to live. If you talk, they’ll let you 

live. You hare mv promise, Len 

my full promise - — ” 

Mira's words took effect, Len 
managed to gulp that he would talk. 
As the rope relaxed, he did. 


The Day of Themis,” croaked To** 
"That 8 when the Undergrounds will 
m ?'T‘ Tomorrow . the Day of Themis.” 

"You expect us to 'believe that 
stuff?” demanded Trad, “Why, every- 
body is turning out to celebrate to- 
morrow. There will be Titans every- 
where.” 

But it s the one time the moons 
can work together,” persisted Len. 
hoarsely. “They yo*T need ' signals or 
anything. All-fhVj^vwifcTdo is watch 
ior Themis. There’s a spacefleet due 
tinft, to open the attack. But the 
Alliance is depending on the Under- 
grounds.” 

Belore Trad eould^ sneer his dis- 
belief, one of the crew members 
gestured for him to listen to a news 
report that was flashing through on 
the fellow’s wrist- audio. 

“Alliance spaceileot sighted," the 
announcer said. ‘‘Due here by dawn 
if it keeps on coming, which pro- 
bably it won’t. They are a long wav 
from their base and the Titan fleet is 
ready — ” ; 

Trad waved for the man to switch 
off the ireport. ■ then he gestured for 
the others to cut down the rope. Len’s 
hands were still bound, though,’ as 
Trad marched him up to the Zipper- 
•no with Mira and the space crew 
following. 

“Who's yellow now?” Trad was 
sneering. “You talked fast and loud 
when the pinch came. The pinch right 
there.” Trad laid two fingers on 
Len’s throat and squeezed. “That was 
the treatment you needed. T’ve got to 
give Mira credit, though, for serving 
up the clincher,” 

They had reached the spacechaser 
and crossed its deck into the control 
cabin, where Mira was picking up a 
thin-biaded knife to cut Ler.'s bonds. 
Trad gestured for the girl to wait. 

“No use, Mira," stated Trad. “We’ll 
be dumping him loose before we’re a 
thousand miles above Titan. Len 
won t need his hands when he’s just . 
a cake of frozen spacedrift.” 

“But you skid you’d let him live!” 
blazed Mira. “Why, you — ” 

"I just played along with you,” 
interposed Trad. “Now, first we’ll 
contact the Grand Titan. Then — ” 

“First we’ll go through with our 4 
promise! ith a quick slash of her 
knife, Mira cut Len free. "Then we’ll 
discuss Other matters. What’s more, 
we il talk them ov&r my way.” 

-Mira had covered Trad with a bolt- 
gun, but the beefy man only grinned. 
With his own hands, he gestured for 
both Mira and Len to raise theirs. 

The cabin doors had opened and the 
members cf the space crew were 
covering Len and Mira with thermo- 
guns. There just wasn't a chance 
against such odds. 

Hands raised, Len stepped forward 
and said wearily: 

“It's no use, Mira.” 
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Even Trad didn’t guess the pur- 
pose of the hopeless gesture that Len 
delivered as a follow-up. It just seem- 
ed as though his arms were tired, 
which they were. But Len himself 
was tired of playing a losing game. 
Len’s hand motion changed all that. 
It brought four robots, all at once. 

VII 

BEFORE Trad Bylo and the space 
crew realized whakJjad hit them, they 
were handled in :§£• mechanical but 
efficient style that only robots could 
display. Three robots took a pair of 
crew members apiece; the fourth gave 
Trad full attention. They simply 
clamped down on the surprised 
humans, hoisted them bodily, wheeled 
about, and heaved the wiggling 
figures over the aide of th« Zipper- 
irto to where the sparedock should 
have been. 

Only it wasn’t there any longer. 
Len Ryder had gotten to the 
controls and was putting the space- 
chaser under way. 

From the rail, Mira Dale was 
watching the ground dwindle, like the 
figures that had beer, pitched over- 
board, She saw Trad come to his 
feet, shake his pygmy fist at the de- 
parting spacechaser. His voice was 
barely audible os he shouted: 

“The Day of Themis! Don’t think I 
won’t remember!” 

Tli at wax all Mira could possibly 
have heard from below, for now the 
Zipperino wax traveling far faster 
than the speed of sound, building its 
escape velocity to the three miles a 
second needed to carry it clear of 
Titan. 

Then Mira herself was clutched by 
robot hands and her bolt-guns were 
clattering from her numbed hands as 
she was dropped unceremoniously in- 
to a chair in the control cabin, where 
Len faced her with a grim 3 tare. 

“Why — why — ” At first, Mira 
couldn’t find the words she wanted 
to sputter. Then: “Why, you don’t 
trust me — after all I d:d for you.” 

“Of courre I trust you. "Len waved 
away the robot*. “Just pick up those 
guns of yours.” 

MLra tried, but couldn’t. 

“We brought you in here just in 
time,” explained Lem “You’d have 
been frozen in another five seconds. 
The Zipperino ip about the fastest 
thing on jets, except for that mystery 
ship of yours.” 

“She’s pretty fast, the Wiffenpoof.” 
conceded Mira, “but we took short 
cuts with her. I don’t think she can 
catch this packet." 

“I’m hoping she won't,” returned 
Len, drily, as he stooped to pick up 
Mira’s guns, “but just in case, I’m 
going to keep these toys of youra 
myself. I couldn’t take another 
double-cross, I don’t think," 

Mlra’x handB hn<} lo*t their mm\>- 


neas, for she managed to clench her 
fists. Her eyes blazed too, as she 
exclaimed: 

“Don’t put me in that class. Cap- 
tain Ryder! We were on opposite ride* 
.right from the start ar.d if I showed 
false colors, so did you! We wouldn't 
be friends now, if - Trad Bylo had 
played fair.” 

“Maybe we still aren't friends,” de- 
cided Len, a & he pocketed the bolt- 
guns, “It takes two to make friends, 
like a quarrel. Besides, I don’t want 
to be pals with anybody who played 
on the side of the Titans. I only 
bluffed that I was for them.” 

MIRA’S voice choked when she 
answered, Her eyes were tearful too, 
but it could have been Die altitude. 
The ship was rising faster than its 
automatic air compressors cbuld 
function. 

“When 1 make premises,” stated 
Mira. “I keep them, I had relatives 
' who wanted to get away from Titan, 

I made a bargain to go there in 
place of them.” 

“You n ear.” queried Len, “that the 
Titans actually released them first?" 

Mira nodded: “That’s why I went 
through with it.” 

“The old honor system!" exclaimed 
Len. “They knew you’d fall for It, So 
you derided to stick it out,” 

“That's more than you would." re- 
torted Mira, hotly, “You certainly let 
down the Undertfrounda.” 

“You didn't exactly try to stop’ me." 
“t promised you life, that was ail. 
Trad had said he'd let you Jive. ! 
made him go through with it.” 

“You and my robot*, Mostly the 
robots.” 

At that, Mira turned angrily toward 
an inner door. 

“Ill find myself a cabin,” she dt- 
elared, “and stay there for the night 
if it’s all the same to vcu.” 

“Ail the same,” returned Len, 
“except that 1 can't let you stay 
alone. Don't worry” — he gestured 
Mira, away as she stared with out- 
raged eyes — “I’ll lie busy here at 
the control*. Tin Pot will la ok after 
you,” 

“Tin Pot!” 

"My Number One robot. ” Len 
snapped his fingers and the roeeh ap- 
peared to follow Mira. “Good right, 
.Mis* Dale.' 

With that, Len concentrated on the 
controls, his Ups showing a satisfied 
smile. He couldn't blame Mira for 
thinking he’d gone yellow. That was 
part of the game, the big part. But 
he couldn’t even tell her why he’d 
acted as he had. Not yet. Not until 
tomorrow dawned over Titan with 
the wayward moon Themis returning 
to the fold. 

By talking volubly and too much, 

Len Ryder had covered the real se- 
cret entruf’od to h-tn by the Grand 


Solar Alliance. 

vin 

HOURS later, Themis sparkled ra- 
the firmament like a brilliant com- 
ing star. As it enlarged to moor * z--. 
the. big G. S, A. Fparefleet jot-mes 
ahead of it- Len Veered the Zipper- 
mo away a* the fleet cresfed the 
path of Ther.—*. He looped inside z 
hundred mile circuit, neat going, tejj- 
siderirg hi* speed. Coming aUi-vit, be 
raw *11 the other moor.* cf Saturn, 
a glittering array, with Titan pre- 
dominant. 

Yet they til looked Lie so many 
peanuts In Vie presence of sn ele- 
phant when compared to that old 
showman, Saturn. The mighty ring- 
master was in the background, beam- 
ing dews on what history tc call 
the Baltic for Themis, 

A clank from the corridor told 
Ler: that Mira was appruatbirc. Not 
that Mira clarified; the sour-is came 
from Tin Pot. who accompanied her. - 
The girl entered the ocrtsol cabin. 
gestured testily zi the robot, 

“tYfcy con't you get it to Krtc 
coffee?" 

“A good idea,” replied Lem. “Bring 
it, Tia Pot.” 

The mbot went to the galley: and 
returned with two cups of steaming 
coffee while Mira stared amazed. 

“You mean I harbered tfczt master 
mind all might?” the g.'r’ exc’ aimed.' 
“I’m beginning to fee! • like Ladj, 
FrankeSKtefru” Lhe took a tup t art 
sipped it. “Thanks, Tra. pot. You 
make gotd coffee." 

Mira’s enriiir.sr mood ended aa she 
look'd through, the piartic frosts- 
scope that topp'-d the control pan.d. 
L^n watched the girl’s face turn 
whiter tlian a p,v dery Dior- fu<r* - 
bark. M,ru ws v-:V,-siirg a most 
terrifying sight, the head-on dash of 
two mighty sparafieeui. Ler. hu-j e?- 
tabii-htd the Zipperino as an <bfer- 

vatiO'fi f v ■',;%*? * r* fray .. 

The AiJiaace s armada had come ■ 
from the satellites of Jupiter. It vea« 
formidable both ir. number*, and the 
size of the .ships taentseives. They 
had jravolod ft j- hundred nil;, -r* 
m;ler to reach the area of Si turn, 
a long ha'jil f >: a powerful spiu-e- 
wago.n. It had meant u sscrifine •>! 
fighting power ir. order to gr:r the- 
ncfcdt-'i range. 

Strong though they were, the ship* 
were tt motley . The G. E. A. had 
depended upon 3V mem.bcrs to supply 
the lighting foixe. There were stubby 
ram* from Mercury, rakish brit- 
sliitgv-ra from Yer.us, sleek M;:arvar, 
battle cruiiere from Earth, jui-'i- 
blasters that b'-r- the Martian em- 
blem, plus art rtmert cf space- 
craft supplied by the four b.g mum s 
that cast & eingic vote in the rgfcritd 
nf Jupiter. 


1 

*> . 



f He STRUGGLE WAS VIOLENT AND BRIEF. AND THEN CAME THE SENSE OF UNLIMITED SPACE. 


ir.ee t the invaders, speedy ships 
'•* ire * .ockir.g from Saturn's moons, 
-hioh at present formed a semi- 
ejr\*.e ■ad it Titan rear the center. 
1 .-.]>■ two were absent: one was tiny 
Phoebe, too distant to be of account; 
the ether was Themis, coasting in on 
evvsntr.c orbit that was bringing 
* -t home from a century do eg ex- 
cursion. 

Trey were converging into a fua- 
nii. these soca ships. Though smaller 
'hun the invaders, they were foster 
and tetter armed for their 3 i le , since 
they needed much. less fuel They sip- 
pcei in toward the invaders, cut loose 
with a rapid barrage and scooted 
away to wheel and come about as if 
surveying whatever damage they had 
. dene. 

There wasn't much from that first 
sortie. Beider, , the n.oon ships came 
:n closer sr.d fas tar the neat time. 
Nk-w -he invading fleet responded, 
Mira pointed excitedly as the Venus 
ships cut I cose with tremendous sun- 
belts that completely obliterated each 
enemy ship they struck. The Mer- 


cury rams launched themselves as 
targets against the biggest of the 
Titan sh:ps to moot them with such 
crashes as to demolish both conten- 
ders. 

Mmervan craft were shooting atom- 
ic rockets, while the Martian blast- 
ers covered the scene with a sard 
screen. Put the Titan forces were 
by r.o means overwhelmed. They jet- 
ted a constant stream of missiles 
that dented the invaders badly. The 
crippled ships began to limp away 
from the Alliance s battle line as 
it formed for a new attack. 

Now that they’d tested each other's 
strength, no further time was. lost. 
The fleets seemed to merge in a 
bead-or. drive, every ship stabbing 
for some opponent’s weak point. Sun- 
bursts, exploding ships, clouds of 
smote and sard were .everywhere. 
New waves of fighters were coming 
fremi Titan ar.d the other moons. The 
Grand Titan was hurling everything 
into the fight to settle it early. 

The invading armada broke and 
fled. It had made the same old mis- 
take, It had sent too little and too 


-'ix) n. With the moon fleet spreading 
in pursuit, the retreat became a rout. 
But meanwhile, Themis came barg- 
ing closer, a wrinkled world a few 
hundred miles in diameter, its sur- 
face barren rock, devoid of air. The 
prodigal moon really looked the part 
as though it had wasted all its sub- 
stance during a riotous round of the 
solar system. 

W ith the approach of Themis, most 
of the Titan fleet turned back from 
the chase. As the ships raced toward 
their home moons, Mira gave Len 
an accusing glare. 

“Trad spread the news all right,” 
said Myra. “They’re coming back to 
smother every underground. Just 
watch!” 

F rom the circle of moons, tiny 
spaceships jetted into sight from hid : 
der. hangars. Myriad puffs of smoke 
told that Underground fighters had 
emerged, hoping to take over. Their 
signal was Themis, for the returning 
moor, had become the central figure 
in their sky. A grand idea if it had 
worked. 

Instead, the Titan spacefleet was 


fanning toward the individual moons, 
ready to suppress the Underground 
revolt. Mira's eyes widened as she 
studied Len’s face and saw him smil- 
ing at the sight. To Mira’s strained 
mind there could only be one answer; 
Len Ryder was siding with the Ti- 
tan’s after all. 

Then, from Len’s happy lips came 
a reassuring laugh as he pointed 
straight toward Themis and said; 

“Watch!” 

IX 

BEFORE Miras l&Apnished eyes, the 
incredible occurred.^' 

Themis, as Mira had noted earlier, 
was a wrinkled, patchy moon, not 
worth the price of^ the battle that 
had so far surged all around it. 
Themis was something that the win- 
ner could take or leave as he might 
prefer. 

But now the dead world had sud- 
denly come to life. 

Sharp bursts of smoke were com- 
ing from all over the pock-marked 
moon, like little puff balls sprouting 
and then bursting. From those tiny 
clouds came objects that looked like 
guided missiles, until their tail-jets 
flared great streaks of flame. 

Then Mira saw that they were 
sk-ck destroyers of the latest, swift- 
test pattern, the kind of craft or- 
dinarily intended to repel an invad- 
ing fleet. As attackers they lacked 
only one thing, range of operation. 

That problem had been neatly solv- 
ed in the present case. The destroyer 
fleet had brought its basu with it 
in the form of Themis, the forgotten 
moon. 

Swift spacefightcra were being cat- 
apulted into the void not by mere 
dozens but by hundreds. Their jets 
added to their superspeed and spurted 
them in and out of the Titan fleet 
like busy needles trailing long threads 
behind them. Each batch of Titan 
ships, heading foe individual moons, 
appeared to be standing still com- 
pared to the killer-craft that needled 
among them. 

Killers they were. 

The sluggish Titans had no chance 
against those spaceracers. The de- 
stroyers literally chopped each flo- 
tilla into bits, giving them no chance 
to assemble, which wouldn’t have 
helped the Titans anyway. All the 
Titans could do was summon a few 
destroyers of their own that were 
harbored on various moons. They'd 
been kept in reserve in case the main 
fleet of the G. S. A. came too close. 
Now they were desperately needed to 
fight off a menace of their own 
kind. 

But those reserves failed to get 
under way. 

The Undergrounds were stopping 
them. Above each moon, a Titan fio- 


THE WAR OF THE MOONS 

tiila was fighting for its very life 
and therefore unable to suppress the 
revolt below. Actually, the Titans 
had been tricked into breaking up 
their grand fleet to handle these 
minor missions. Now they were fail- 
ing as task forces and at the same 
time finding themselves unable to 
unite under a single command. 

Len explained all that to Mira as 
he put the Zipperino into top speed 
and began the rounds of the Bat urn 
lunar system to see how thorough the 
rout of the Titans had become. 

“We knew we could never crack 
the Titans with one big attack, ’* 
stated Len, speaking for the G. S. A,, 
“and they knew it’ too. That’s why 
they took over. It's what every dic- 
tator from ancient times up to Syn- 
dic Lodi has counted on, making him- 
self too tough a nut to crack.” 

MAYBE Lodi was a tough nut still, 
but his fleet wasn’t Mira could vouch 
for that as she watched the destroy- 
ers knock one squadron all apart 
with thermoflares, a thousand miles 
above Enceladus. 

“If you step on tfc.o*e reptiles too 
early,” continued L in, “you're brand- 
ed as all wrong. If you wait too keg. 
they grow from vipers into dragons 
and you have to exhaust more re- 
sources than, they’re worth. That’s 
what's Been done though, ail through 
history, until today. We’re witnessing 
a pattern for the future not an 
echo from the past.” 

The ragged Titans sow were being 
driver, back by seme of their own 
destroyers which had been taker over 
by different Underground*. The great- 
est surge came from dsvaeted Jape- 
tux which the Titans Lad practically 
abandoned, thinking that few humans 
could exist amid the rains of Jama. 
Instead, they were rising in a huge 
force. 

"The weakness with dictators,” 
stated Len, “is that tVy call their 
shots years ahead, sometimes even 
writing books to show how smart 
they’re going to be. That’s the time 
to outsmart them. In advance. Plant- 
ing people who were atomically im- 
mune was one example. The G. S, A. 
knew that Japetus would hold oui 
until the Grand Titan blasted it. So 
they stocked the moon with humans 
who weren't b’astable.” 

“I realized that,” thp giri said, 
“when I wag tagging you on Japc- 
tus. But I didn't suppose the A-As 
had been planted in such numbers.” 

“Neither did the Grand Titan,” 
chuckled Len. "In fact, we let him 
know about the J a pet us Underground, 
to see how far it would worry him. 
When he practically ignored it, we 
were sure he wouldn't worry about 
Themis either.” 

Mira did a double-take. 
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“You mean that ail this*' — afee 
waved her hand about the control 
cabin from fnmtoscope to tv-s.-t; pe 
including the side viewers ;r between 
— “all this tremendous a**a k was 
planned month* as? a?” 

“Years ago," returned Lea, with a 
ragged sjnile. “When. The:;:.* '* as- 

st ill slicing its •-my through ’.be as- 
teroid belt. It takes Saturn thirty 
years to go round tbs sun. you 
know. 1 guess it was about threat S»- 
uraian month? ago that the G. S. A. 
began turarng Themis into a’-. 
planetary spac' -base, Cai! h *et«r- 
and a half Earth years. They don't 
have months or, Sattrrts.” 

“Earth years I” <*choed Mira. “Tm » 
you arc from Minerva!" 

Len nodded. 

“I suppose I should put up uitb 
you,” decided Mira. “After ail, you’re 
kind to robot a. You know, every tiara 
I look at Tir Tot, I rhjt.k. that- 
pair 1 flared a Japetu* and I fee : 
guilty.” 

“Tie Pot is ur. exception,” c Mitred 
Len. “But den’: let poor robe t* worry 
you. Nut when you see wh&t'f hap- 
penirg out the re.” . 

THE raging space battle reached 
its final throes. Ail the void se«er.*id 
studded with finding streaks that 
hooked like failing meteors but were 
actually Titan ships. They’d managed 
to gather the r«£ casta of their fiv-t 
at A they wore retail ng off par. bar- 
ren Themis. The. t kusterod Titans were 
firing away at the destroyers that 
harried their flank.®. Bat t he racer? 
wore keeping a*, them, I„k« a park 
of ardent hound?. 

"Seven and & half hEnure ar. > cure 
mused Sira. “Any, that ucuid be 
twelve whole years on Venus! You 
mean they stow .-d those destroy ore- 
in Themis that lor.g ago?” 

“No,” replied Lem “They'd h&\* 
become obnoiete by now. What they 
did was store men and materials in- 
side the wand' rer.g m-w.-n. Project 
Antipodes, they called it. They p-cked 
up code message®, telling c! improve- 
ment* made in spacecraft, ar.c bait 
their .own fleet an they dr.ffced or; • r.~ 
ward Saturn. ” 

“But all that material . . 

“A lot was obtained from Then. •• 
itself. The moon lr rich in mineral? 
if nothing tis«. So as they kokoved 
it, they turned it* au&stacce is*' 
use. They fajhloned take-off tubes 
inside the moon. That's how they 
spurted out so fast. 

Mira studied Lt-.a acmirir.giy a.s . 
though he represented the G. S. A. 
in person. 

“You thought ert everything, didr. • 

you!” 

“I did what ! was told.” declared 
Len, Fimply. *T passed *h»- word re- 
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iT WAS FANTASTIC AND UNEARTHLY, THIS WILD BATTLE OF SPACESHIPS. 


cursing Themis Day and I purposely 
lei it gvt to the Gr.ss-i Titan." 

Mira's eyes wen; wide with amaie- 
Tceut. 

"You ciean you talked purposely 
when Trad was giving you the rope 
treatment?” 

**0£ course. I had to hold out a 
while tc ruake it appear valid." Len 
chuckled: “You know, you saved «« 
a lot of trouble, tcansi.sg up with 
Trad the way you did. I was wonder- 
ing how I could spread the news re- 
garding the ' Underground® without 
making it appear phoney." 

Mina hud begun to understand. 

*T see," she nodded, timing the 
purse of her dps to her slew frown. 

"Yes, the Titans had to be tipped 
off. You figured they'd take a crack 
r.i your spo-cefieet.” 

"That's what they thought." Len 
agreed, “and it was what we wanted 
them to think." * 

At Lon’s words, Mira looked and 
saw what he meant. The destroyers 
had herded the Titan fleet 
iv.c a trap. As they ' zoomed 


past Themis, the Titans . . . what 
was left of them . • . ran squarely 
into the G.S.A. fleet, rallied for a 
head-on smash, but tads time the 
invaders were far stronger. Besides, 
the Titans couldn’t scatter, because 
of the destroyers that were chopping 
at their flanks. 

FIREWORKS filled the void, illum- 
inating the scarred surface of Themis 
in perhaps the greatest display of 
pyrotechnics in ail history. The fire- 
works consisted of the Titan space- 
fighters. They were blasted into so 
many bumed-out hulks that went 
scattering into space, spinning crazily 
like discarded pin-wheels. 

Below the Zipperino lay the spread- 
out landscape of Titan itself, for 
Len had been coasting toward the 
moon planet while he and Mira were 
watching the space-show. Lon docked 
the spacee baser ar.d they stepped out 
on deck. Above the palace, the green 
and gray striped flag of Titan had 
been supplanted by the star-studded 
emblem of the G. S. A., its golden 
star? sparkling from the deep red 

field. 


The black and white pennants of 
the Underground were present, too, 
waved by throngs that streamed from 
the esplanade into the narrow streets. 
They were singing a chant that went: 
‘Titi moya Tita; moya Tita rnoya.” 
In English it could be rendered: “The 
Titans are themselves again: as Ti- 
tans, always always, they’ll remain." 
But Lon Ryder didn’t bother to trans- 
late it, 

Len wasn’t even thinking in any 
Earthian language. He -was special- 
izing in Venusian at the moment. 
Mentally, not vocally. As it wa3 long 
ago said on Venus: “Silence is the 
language of love” and Len was 
proving it with the pressure of his 
lips upon those of the girl who was 
nestled in his arms. Mira’s eyes, 
glimmering upward like surprised 
stars, were practically asking: "And 
who would have thought this could 
ever happen to ust” 

Probably not even Tin Pot, who 
stood by motionless, his metal face 
showing the perpetual expression of 
an unperturbed robot. 

THE END 
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EVELETH dash^around the house 
in a burst of entflfr, polishing the 
walls and straightening furniture. She 
knew that her mother could have done 
everything much rncWe easily with the 
S c r a m p. the all-purpose cleaning 
machine, but Eveleth needed some 
active out-let for the pent-up energy 
and excitement she felt. 

It was the 20th of May, 2052, her 
sixteenth birthday! 

Outside of the small, compact 
plastic house the sun shone brightly 
and grass and trees were blossoming 
in the balmy spring air. It was a 
lovely day. For the moment Eveleth 
could forget that this was the 
twentieth year of the great inter- 
planetary war, that she had never 
seen her own father because he had 
been, killed a month before her birth 
by an electronically guided missile 
that fell on the building where he 
worked as coordinator for the War 
Planning Emergency Board. 

Her three older brothers were 
away from home, all serving in the 
Army. Rocket Corps. But she and her 
mother were planning to have a party 
to cfflebrate Uvei^th's very special day 
and that, at least, was something to 
look forward to. 

"Mother! Mother!” the young girl 
called excitedly. “Where are you?” 

“In here, dear, in the sun room.” 
Eveleth found her attractive mother 
sitting in the completely transparent 
plastic solarium bending over a pile 
of filmy yellow material. 

"Oh, my new volnylon dress! Isn’t it 
beautiful!" 

"Yes,” the older woman answered. 
“I'm fixmg the flowers on the 
shoulder. I got them from the garden 
just this morning, but I've sprayed 
them with havricot and they should 
keep all day.” 

A gentle chime of bells filled the 
house. "Breakfast is ready,” Eveleth 
commented. The automatic electric 
stove had cooked everything to order 
and now was signaling that its job 
was done. 

They walked into a spotless, cool 
chromium kitchen and found two 
plates of bacon and eggs sitting in- 
vitingly on the top of the stove. Two 
steaming cups of coffee had already 


been placed on the table by the 
electronic server. The women sat 
down and ate slowly sad leisurely, 

WHEN they were finished, the 
server automatically moved the dishes 
into the washing machine, from which 
they emerged clean and sparkling ip a 
matter of minutes. 

Eveleth (reached back in her chair 
and push*-*! a button or. the w alk Music 
flooded into the room in a bur?: of 
sound. Suddenly the meJxiie symphony 
was interrupted by a smooth voice. 

“Attention all citizens i Attention all 
Americans! Be on the lookout for a 
secret space ship from the planet 
Venus, which has landed on our sphere 
this day. It is reported to contain five 
men and all are armed! Attention all 
citizens , . 

Mrs, Hamilton flicked off the loud- 
speaker. “V/f, don’t want to hear de- 
pressing news this morning,” she 
sighed. They went into the library. 
There Eveleth turned on a Large screen 
on which a printed page appeared. 
She adjusted the light ar.-d sot down 
to read. 

It seemed only seconds later that 
she again heard the mellifluous chimes 
of the kitchen etove, but when *h r - 
looked at the small jeweled watch on 
her wrist, a present from her brother 
Carlton, she noted that it was indeed 
time for lunch. 

Her mother was already sitting down 
to a plate of juicy hamburgers when 
the girl entered the kitchen. 

"Honestly,” M re. Hamilton said, "I 
don’t see Low your Aunt Martha’s 
family can stand eating those boring 
vitamin pills all the time when it’* so 
much fun to have cooked food.” 

"They nay it’s the latest thing,” 
Eveleth answered, “that noon jx.-ople 
won't even bother with food and after 
a while, onr shapes will change and 
we won’t have any stomach* at all.” 

“Well, we'll lock pretty odd, that’s 
all I can say,” her mother began, "and 
I for one . . She stopped suddenly. 
“Did you hear something?” 

Eveleth paused, with the fork half 
way to her mouth, There was a slight 
buzzing found somewhere in the house, 
“Maybe it’s just the Scramp or one of 
the bed-makers that needs oil.” 


“I ... I suppose you're right, stii! 
. . the older woru had a worried 
look on her face, 

"Now, mother/' Eveleth waned to 
say when she was ir.terrpptod by the 
entrance into the room of two strange 
creatures. 

"Don’t make 'a sound.” one of them 
said in an emir, our. metallic voice. 
He emphasized hit words, by wav.r.g a 
long tube of bright metal at them. "I 
ejift kill you w : tb this w ith ut the 
siight-Bt dipt urbane*.” 

Mr*. Hamilton and her daughter sat 
as if petrified. The two met., if such 
they were, v ere horrible to con- 
template. The, had long spiry bodies 
with f.itir arms and four legs » hooting 
out from each end of the 4c r*-:», A r-d 
their heads were triangular w ith feel- 
er* shooting out from the for: heads 
os either sidm 

AFTER the two men had > *: id 
around and apparently seemed satisfied 
that the women were the only e<* 
cqpant* of th* room, three more ef 
the strange creatures joined thers. 

These mutt be the roer. from Vera*, 
Eveleth thought with horror. The 
Vefiutlans were, considered the m oft 
deadly enemies of the c-arth mom 
though very few people Lac a-.twa.iy 
seen them. The - strength sod ad- 
vancement in tree f. eld of weapon* was. 
well-known. 

"What . . .what do you w art ? ” 
Mr*. Hamilton finally m an.ar'-i v> 
ga>:p as her urn- anted guest* circled 
the dir.irg table. 

“Shelter, ” the same metallic voice 
answered. “Shelter until r/gh ifidl. 
when we will clef troy you sad y.u? 
entire city.” 

I don't believe them, Eveleth and. 
her mother thought linjuitatK-nns’. y. 
Destroying c.iy wouldn’t get them 
anywhere, Th*y are after eeciet docu- 
ments, paper* which will shiw them 
the earth teen's plans to conquer 
Veres. It sat a veil-known fact that 
such papers w* re is existence so no- 
where in the city. If only we could 
wars the government, the women said 
to themselves. 

The Verutians must have sensed 
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THE SPIDERMEN WERE PLEADING FRANTICALLY, THE SHRILL VOICES RISING TO HIGH PITCH 


SPIDER MEN AND THE CAKES 
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what was going through their minds 
because they suddenly grabbed the 
two women and bound them to their 
chairs with strong wire. Then they be- 
gan conversing among themselves in a 
strange, harsh language . After the 
conference was over, four of the men 
went out of the room. Only one was 
left to guard them. 

The stove chimed softly and de- 
posited a batch of delicately browned 
cookies on the table. 

The part*'! Eveleth suddenly re- 
membered. People WlEibe coming here 
to the party! If on Sydney could warn 


them or get help in some way. 

The Venetian guard was looking su- 
spiciously at the cookies. He picked 
one up and f»-!t it with his scrawny, 
spider-Hke claws, Thv-n he crumbled it 
into a heap on the floor. Immediately 
the Scramp wheeled out of a closet 
and started to clean up the broken 
bits of cookie. The startled Vimutian 
fired at the machine with his metallic 
tube until it lay shattered in pb.-ces 
beside the table. 

Meanwhile, the stove continued to 
turn out more cojkies and then, 
finally, a beautifully decorated birth- 


day cake. The icebox started hum m i n g 
steadily and Eveleth knew it must be 
making the ice cream. 

He's getting nervous, she thought to. 
herself as their captor gazed from 
one mechanical gadget to another 
with a bewilder'd look or*, his face. 
The girl struggled with her wire bind- 
ing, but could not loosen it. 

“ Whit it all this ?" the man f. nai.lv 
paid in a wary voice. 

“It is food." Mrs. Hamilton answer- 
ed. She had b*.-ea trying unjnir<vt-*:f ui- 
ly to reach a button on the wail which 
fumed oh a two-way television traits- 

mi * ■ 

"Food," the Eat metaibe voice re- 
peated, "Ah; yes, 1 have heard of thus, 
in my studies of the earth men. What 
is it T again, that you do with zb.e 
ivo d?" 

"You put it in your mouth and daew 
it," Eveleth said, almost laughing at 
the ignorance of the Venetian. 

“Your mouth ? From where you 
talk? Eut does it cot dog your 
speech machine?” 

"No," the girl answered, grew Log 
more bold as ac idea began to fora, 
in her mind. "Why don't you try 
some?" She had heard somewhere, it 
cow came back to her, that the 
Venutiac* rubais ted entirely ©n syn- 
thetic pills, as some of the earth 
people were how attempting to do. 
Perhaps that accounted for their in- 
sect-like look and lark of body. 

CAUTIOUSLY the nan from an- 
other planet reached out and lifted a 
cookie to his mouth. He broke ©5 a 
piece of it with large, ugly, yellow 
teeth and fieerr,*-d to sold it in ha 
mouth. He swaile ■ >A gingerly. ■ Then 
he took another bite and another and 
another until the cxice had bees 
completely devoured- Because of his 
greedy haste, he ebeku-d slightly on the 
last mouthful, but nothing caunfed, he 
managed to ecu T: rue, Lckirg the 
crumbs around his tins, pale lips. 

"Have some more," Eve’eth urged. 
"There’s plenty.” She could barely 
keep the smile of satisfaction freer. her 
face. This might yet give them a 
chance to get free. 

The Venetian put down his weapon, 
out of the reach cf the earthlings, on 
the table and grabbed for the food 
with all four hardr. 



THEY ATE THE CAKES GREEDILY. LIKE LITTLE HOGS, AND 

THEN WERE HELPLESS 


He was stuffing hiityhuf eagerly 
when his four corr ;»*h;on# returned. 
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They started «n angry tirade in their 
metallic valees upon seeing him, but 
after a few somesa of rapid con- 
ve nation, ail of them were eating. 

Soon :ho supply of sweets had dis- 
appe-ured. One of the Venutians even 
ate the broken cookie that had been 
thro* a '-n th*’ floor. Their eyes had a 
wild look and their formeriy flat mid- 
sections were distended and swollen. 
Their orgtral captor nr*s holding his 
stomach as the- ugh in pain, but the 
others still searched for mope food. ’ 

“M- re,- cae of them finally said to 
Eteieth. “We want more.*" 

This was the chance she had been 
waiting for! Keeping her voice and 
face under control, the young girl 
said: “The stove must be refilled be- 
fore it can bake again. If you will un- 
tie me. I shall be glad to take care of 


i brewing caution to the winds, the 
Wrut-ans hurriedly freed her hands 
or.ti feet. The young girl went to the 
refrigerator and took out milk, eggs 
er.i latter. Then she took a plastic 
container of flour from a cupboard. 
On ere side >f the stove were three 
muni protuberances. They were auto- 
n.at;.' (.}> «’ 2.xcrs. Opening each of 
thts--- she poured in a certain amount 
uf the ingredients, cl-osed the c^ver. 
and pushed v button. 

“The misers will blend the batter,” 
she explained to :>.* Venutians* “and 
thrn :t w:i; St p-wire-.l automatically 
r3 -' ’ F* ; • r -- i ard c -'k.c slice*? in th** 
st- '■•; It d'esn’t take very Jong,'* 
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There w*j * soft persistent buxt- 
i' g at just that moment that seemed 
'*• perm-iite the whole house. Eveieth** 
h. irt leaped, but she tried to keep her 
tan? b.ar.k. Scmeone was trying to 
contact them or, the transmitter! 

“Vi hut is That?” the Vonutians de- 
manded ia a cherts. 

The girl tried to keep her voice 
matter-of-fact. 

-Some of tie wiring must be wrong." 


fantastic science fiction 

she said casually. *T‘ll try to stop it,** 

She moved quickiy toward the 
control panel along the wall and 
started to push the sending button, 
but a scrawny arm barred her way. 

“Just a moment,’’ the harsh metallic 
voice said. “I don’t think you’d better 
touch that." 

“But . . . but.” she protested, and 
then the burning stopped. Whoever 
was trying to get them had given up 
upon receiving no answer. 

"bee, * the Vcnuti&n said with a 
nasty smile or. his ugly little tri- 
angular face, “ there was no need to 
push any buttons." He grabbed her 
with his four steel-like arms and 
again tied her to the chair. 

Mrs. Hamilton looked at her daugh- 
ter wildly. Thejr one chance! And now 
it was too late. The stove again began 
‘*- r forth baked goods and their 
captors dewurtd them greedily, hot 
from the oven. 

They must get sick, Eveleth thought 
frantically. They can't keep on eating 
that stuff like that when they’re not 
used to it and not get sick. It will just 
he a matter of time. Their original 
captor had a definite green look about 
him now and was no longer vying 
with the others to see who could gv?i 
the most. His beady eyes began to 
have a lacklustre look and his distend- 
•■d stomach gave him the appearance 
of a pregnant woman. If the situation 
had not been so serious, it would have 
been funny, the gtr! realized. 

The other men. too, began to look a 
little ill. They pushed the final batch 
of cookies away from them with an 
effort. Then they collapsed into chairs 
and dozed. The long tubular metal 
guns were lying on the tabic in front 
of Eveleth and her mother, but their 
hands were securely tied and they 
could *not reach them. 

Eveleth looked up at the clock. It 
was four-thirty. Her birthday guests 
were scheduled to arrive in half an 
hour. Exerting ail her strength, the 
mrt tried to move her chair along the 
fioor. It squeaked ominously. She 
stopped, heart pounding. But the 
\emiuans d’d not stir. Then she 
moved a little further, managed to 
work herself over to the door, still up- 
right. 

IT was a sliding panel door, but a 
smail cruck had remained open. 
•Eveleth wedged a leg of the chair 
through ft. Her mother, catching on 
to the idea, laboriously scooted herself 


over to the television control panel. 
Then »h^ tried to jam herself into the 
button. It wouldn’t work. J"he panel 
was just a little too high, and the 
smooth top of the chair was inches 
under it. Giving a superhuman lurch, 
Mrs. Hamilton attempted to'pu 3 h the 
button with her forehead. The force of 
her movement knocked the cljair over 
with an alarming clattpr, S 
f . '■,* 

One of the Venutians opened sleepy 
eyes. Then he jumped out of his seat 
and alerted his companions. Eveleth 
and her mother were dragged back to 
the table and tied securely to it. At 
that exact moment the front door bell 
chimed. 

*The guests,” the girl murmured 
aloud before she could catch herself. 

What did you say?" the skinniest 
Venutian, the one who seemed to be 
the leader, demanded. 

I 

Uh, nothing, just that somebody 
must be at the door.” Eveleth was 
terrified over what might happen next. 

i he man barked sharp commands to 
h;s men in their native language. He 
seemed to be none the worse for his 
eating orgy, but the others were still 
dull and lethargic in their movements. 

The bell chimed again and three of 
their captors* moved out of the room. 
L\ eleth drew jn a deep breath and 
stinted to yell with all her strength, 
“Help, the Vemitiana . . ." She got no 
farther. A bony hand slapped her 
sharply in the face. 

Suddenly, outside the clear plastic 
panel at the back of the kitchen, she 
saw a face peering at them. It was 
her cousii, Henry. « small, mischievous 
boy of eleven. Turning back quickly, 
Eveleth realized that the Venutians 
, had noticed nothing. Farhaps Henry 
would bring help, but knowing his un- 
reliableness, sh* realized that it was 
nothing that could be definitely count- 
ed on. ' - 

t 

Mis. Hamilton moaned u little but 
made no attempt to cry out. She had 
been budl.v bruised in her fall and wire 
twisted into an awkward position. 

The three men came back into the 
room with two prisoners. Eveleth ’* -* 
Aunt Martha and her daughter. 
Hildreth. Both women were shaking in 
terror. The Venutians tied them up 
a.ong with their other two prisoners. 
They looked around to reassure them- 
selves that all persons on the premises 
were now securely tiqd. 

Then the leader went to the re- 
frigerator and took out several plates 



27 


of delicately molded ice cream. “This 
also is ’food?” he asked no one in 
particular. 

/ 

“Yes, yes,” Eveleth said eagerly. “It 
is very good. Try it.” The Venutian 
did just that, smacking his lips noisily 
after every mouthful. After a few 
moments, the others joined him in his 
feasting. 

THE TRANSMITTER buzzed again, 
but no” one pajdany attention to it. 
Aunt Martha h^f'started questioning 
Eveleth and her mother in low tones, 
but only the girl was able to answer 
and explain what, bad happened. The 
Venutians did not seem to mind the 
talking, feeling pretty pure that the 
women could do nothing to harm 
them. 

As the transmitter buzzed insistent- 
ly. the door bell chimed. Then the 
stove deposited a fully cooked steak 
dinner for five on the table and the 
ice box ejected salads and butter. 

The Venutians stopped eating ice 
■cream and looked around in bewilder- 
ment. The myriad sounds confused and 
distracted them and for the first time, 
they did not seem in complete com- 
mand of the situation. 

Suddenly the sliding panel of the 
kitchen door was thrust open and half 
a dozen uniformed security policemen 
rushed into the room, weapon? in 
hand. Behind them Eveleth caught a 
glimpse of the gamin-faced Henry. 

The Venutians, caught by surprise, 
nevertheless managed to reach for 
their metal guns. But before -.they 
could fire, the officers were on top of 
them. All eleven m»n fell to the floor, 
fighting and grunting. 

E\en t. tough the earth men were 
slightly superior in number, the 
V entitians had an advantage because 
of their extra arms and legs. 

“Hit them in the stomach,” Eveleth 
shouted to the police. “They’ve been 
eating like pigs. Hit them in the 
stomach 

A burly, blond young man in the blue 
uniform of the security pdice hoard 
her above the din and the hysterical 
•creams of her Aunt Martha and 
young Hildreth. He drew back his ( fist 
and hit the Venutian squarely in the 
midsection. The man groaned and 
ceased to fight, all four hands clutch- 
ing the injured portion. 

The young cop shook his head. ‘Well, 
what do you know about that. Hit 
them in the stomach, boys,” he ehoute 
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ed as he dove at another Venutian, 

Henry had crept cautiously into the 
room, skirting the struggling figures 
on the floor. Eveleth saw him and 
called out, “Untie us, Henry. Quick. 
Maybe we can help.” 

The* child looked at her calmly, as 
though weighing the merits of her re- 
quest. Finally, he walked over and be- 
gan working at the tough wire that 
bound her wrists. Once the girl was 
free, she undid the rest of her bonds 
and then helped Henry untie her 
mother, aunt and cousin. 

Three of the Venutians now lay un- 
conscious on the floor and Eveleth 
tooje the wire and t’ed them securely. 
The remaining two Venutian* con- 


tinued to fight, but they were no 
match for the earth men. 

When all five of the scrawny crea- 
tures had been subdued. *he police 
turned to he r. 

“How did you know their ftomacr.? 
were *o vulnerable?" or,- of them 
asked. “Wt* thought them:- guy * «t»re 
sa tough.” 

Eveleth msUod. “It’s a new- secret 
weapon, officer. Remind me to give 
you th> rec’pe sometime. And row, 
won’t you ha*.*- a p:<*ce of my birth- 
day rake ?” 

—THE END — 



EVELETH TWISTED FRANTICALLY IN THE CHAIR, KNOWING 
DEATH WAS ONLY A MATTER Or MINUTES 
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WAS A ' CREA TURE 

E¥wlMW> AND W^iM4w I 


By WALLACE SMITH 

< . • ' ‘ ;-r 

“"What is the "‘'•dthe?' ^JtjfWdient,” 


THE tooth s? old has: toiled up 
the seven fi ghts of stairs to her 
bu: r - :% attic roont. Once inside, she 
- m r t e d the contents of her batter- 
ed rid k.ritrir.g bag on the bed. I; 
nad been a good day, and a small 
p.-!e of watches, rings, and 

coin parses rolled out. 

Suddenly she becam e conscious of 
;x cc'd wind blowing in the room. 
She tarred and saw to her amaze- 
ment that the window was closed. 
As she stood staring, the figure of 
a mar. suddenly materialized in from 

-if jtt»r. 

The rrar. was very tall and exceed- 
ingly siender* ills face was long and 
hud a w elfish look, eyebrows peak- 
ed and t>c.se sharp. His mouth was 
a trdr, hard line that opened to re- 
veal small pointed teeth. He wore 
his black hair long and with side- 
burns. His clothing, too, was black 
and ■ever his shoulders was a volu- 
minous cope. 

-tV"' re j ;; 1 ” the Woman punt- 
• d terr'xr.' 

"Come new, Hattie Hawkes. you 
:.-us* knew me. I am from the astral 
v >r!d, the world of the Passion De- 
'■ so. but we have much in common 
and. i have very often been in your 
thoughts.'’ His voice was a low vib- 
rant sound in the chilly stillness. 

‘•What do ’ you want!"' Mattie 
Hawkes murmured fearfully. 

“I want you,” the Pass ran Deva 
hissed. 

“No, no,” Mattie screamed. “Don't 
take me. Get away frets me. I’m an 
old woman, but I want to live.” 

The Deva bowed low, saying soft- 
.y, “You niLsunderstand. my dear. I 
want you as a young and beautiful 
x un- ar.d I know how you can be- 
com.-' one. Lister, to my plum i am 
sure you will be pleased with it. Your 
body is of the human world. Mattie 
Hawkes, but your soul has always 
belonged to us.” 

Gradually Mattie Hawkes began to 
lose her fear, becoming curious to 
hear mere of what the eerily hard* 
3- -me man. had to say. She sat up, 
stuffing her loot back in the knit- 
ting bag as though afraid he might 
snatch i: from her. The Deva watch- 
ed in sard'. rue amusement. 

“Don’t you want to be young and 
beautiful, Mattie Kawkes?” he ask- 


ed tauntingly, 

“I was young and beautiful once,” 

the old woman cackled, “but the Dev- 
il hisself couldn’t make me that way 
again.” 

The peaked eyebrows rose to sharp 
points. “You think not?” he smiled 
wolfish! y. “perhaps you are right, but 
I can. Come, look into this mirror,” 
He whipped a looking glass from uti* 
der his cloak. 

Cautiously Mattie Hawkes got up 
and walked toward him. She peered 
at the mirror and the face that star- 
red back at her was young and in- 
describably lovely. 

“Wfuid you like to look like that 
again?” her companion asked. 

“What . . . what would 1 have to 
do?” she wheezed. 

“You would have to belong to me,” 
he leered. "Only to me.” 

“Yes, yes,” she muttered feverish-, 
ly. “I'll do it. Only tell me, quick- 
ly, how?” 

H5 put the mirror away and drew 
from his pocket; a small rial filled 
with a purplish, almost black fluid. 
She looked at it wide-eyed, her sharp 
ugly face pushed almost into his hand. 

“This is a special potion from ’The 
astral world,” he intoned ominously. 
“You must take the contents and 
pour them into a steaming tub of 
water. You must soak in the water 
for fifteen minutes. And then, my 
dear, you will be a fitting bride for 
the Passion Deva. There will be none 
in the astral world who can equal 
your beauty.” He held the vial out 
to her. 

Mattie took it, turning it slowly 
around. “Just take a bath,” she mut- 
tered, trying to hide a slight expres- 
sion of distaste. “What’s in it?” 

“A blue precipitate. I shall leave 
you several tubes of it. but by itself 
it is powerless. In order to get more 
of the purple fluid, another ingredi- 
ent is necessary.” the Deva explain- 
ed. 

“Why would I want more?” she 
asked in bewilderment. 

“Because,” he hissed, “one bath 
will last only seven days. ‘Then, un- 
less you have more of the potion, 
you will again become old and ugly. 
And I wouldn't want that to hap- 
pen.” 


she questioned, some of her normal 
craftiness returning. 

“The blood of a young, good-look- 
ing man born under the sign of the 
great Astral Deva,” he said myster- 
iously. “You will have the power to 
kill a man with the kiss of your 
lips. 1 will show you how. Once in 
every seven day period^you must go 
out and find a man who is bom 
under this sign, lure him to your 
boudoir and kill him to get his blood. 
But you must do no more than kiss 
him. You shall ; belong only to me 
and you must be faithful to me. This 
shall be the condition under which 
you retain your youth and beauty.” 

“How will I know when I have 
found a man born under the sign of 
the great Astral Deva?” Mattie ask 
ed in bewilderment. 

“The vibration in your body will 
tell you when you are in his pres- 
ence, With your great physical at- 
tractiveness, it will be a simple mat- 
ter to lure higp to his death.” 

“Are there many of these men?” 

“Enough, my dear Mattie, to serve 
our purpose. And henceforth I shall 
call you Valerie. It is a name of 
destiny, fit to grace' my love. Now 
hurry and take your bath." 

I 

THE old crone bent her wrinkled 
face ovur the tubful of steaming 
water. Trembling with anticipation, 
she .poured in the contents of the 
glass via!. Then she peeled off her 
tattered rags and lowered her old 
scrawny, leather-like hide into the 
tub. A profusion of straggly gray 
hair was pulled to the top of her 
head and fastened with a gay scar- 
let ribbon. Her evil, ugly face was 
split by a toothless grin as she re- 
laxed and settled back in the warm 
water. 

As the steam rose up around her, 
a gradual transformation started to 
take place. The hrown, lined skin 
of her face began to smooth out, 
become lighter in color. The wrinkled 
pouches of flesh surrounding ' her 
meanly glittering little eyes disap- 
peared and the stubby lashes length- 
ened and curled. Underneath the 
water she felt her shrunken, gnarled 
limbs start to straighten out and be- 
come strong and supple. 
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SHE WAS A CREATURE OF RRE AND DEATH 



THE OLD HAO LOOKED AT 
THE MONEY GREEDILY, CON- 
SCIOUS THAT SOMEBODY 
HAD COME OUT OF NO- 
WHERE AND WAS STANDING 
BEHIND HER. 


A quarter c f an hoar iat-sr a ousu- 
tifttl young girl placed a d&.r.ty pink 
and whale foot or, the bath mat and 
shook the water from her firm white 
flesh. The scarlet ribbon held luxur- 
ious blue-black hair away from her 
delicate heart-shaped face with it* 
finely arched black t row*, straight 
patrician .noM, full red Ups, and 
brilliant, strangely gleaming grwr: 
eyes. - 

She rubbed hi* body with a :-rk- 
ish towel wnt.i :t tingled w.tr. a rosy 
glow. Then she stood and star»d at 
herself in the steam-clouded mirror 
on the bathroom door. She ua.s not 
too till, but her slender figure was 
held erect, \ribh small, vt-il-formed 
breasts and a cjeaniy-currir.g Iir.< 
from waist to hip?, 

“Ah, that’s much better,” she u mur- 
mured in a warm, vibrant -v-dee -.v-.th 
rich, throaty undertones. 
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Kiekmg the old woman's rags into 
a corner, she wrapped herself fca in 
jee-V.ue satin drvisir.gr gown that had 
suddenly appeared cn the towel rack. 
Then she went into the bedroom. 

The IVn was lounging on a satin* 
covered bed. his leg* stretched cat in 
front of him and an ebony cigarette 
holder in his slender fingers. The 
room wa? decorated in art expensive- 
ly feminine wanner. 

The eyes widened. “What . . . 

bow . . . oh. It's beautiful,*’ she 
breathed. 

The astral being smiled in pleasure 
at her appreciation. "A proper set* 
t:rg far my jewel.** his glance ran 
over her admiringly as he spoke. 
Then he stood up and walked toward 
her, his arms outstretched. 

VALERIE, for Mattie H&wkes had 
passed isto the Umbo, turned her 
t ace toward h.s with an eager smile. 
1 hey melted against one another. 
“You belong to me.” he whispered 
against her hair, ■‘never forget that. 
Valors?.’* 

A <rolvi chili cf foreboding passed 
'.'ver the g.ri’s body, but she ignor- 
ed it. She was young and beautiful 
and she owed :t all to him, this 
•■creature from another world. No 
ptrico was too great to pay. 

They spent the next two da:. 3 in. 
the feasting cn strange foods 

and drinking exotic beverages while 
Jarett, as he tc-ld her to call him , 
taught her all that she must know 
in order to preserve her powers. 

Finally, on the third day, when 
Valerie was becumisg restless, he 
turned to her: “Now, my darling, you 
must go out among 1 human beings 
and bring back your victim. You 
will he free during the days because 
I have work to do, but remember, 
every night at midnight I will come 
here to you. Don’t eve? fail to be 
waiting for me. And don't ever give 
yourself to any ether man, mortal or 
astral. Understand V T Hie black eyes 
had red glints in them as they bore 
ft to her green ores. 

She swayed toward him sensuous- 
ly. “Of coarse. Jarett. Hour could 
anyone ever compare to yon!” 

He was gone and she was alone 
at last. She revelled in the beauty 
cf her image in the mirror for a 
long while. Then she domed filmy 
nylcn lingerie and a jade green 
dress With matching hat and stepped 
out the door into the world she had 
hurt seen as an ugly, poverty-stricken 
old we- man. 

Out v.r. the street the warm Sept- 
ember sun poured its light down on 
the hurrying rrrid-morruTg pedestri- 
ans. Valerie swayed in and out 
among the crowds, conscious always 
of the admiring glances directed her 
wav. but net vet deigning to return 
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them with anything other than a 
cold, haughty stare. 

She was standing on the corner 
waiting for the lights to change when 
she noticed the man next to her. He 
was tall and well-built, about thirty- 
five years old. she judged. His face 
was turned away from her, but Val- 
erie could see that he was good- 
looking, and his clothes had a cus- 
tom-tai hired quality. Suddenly her 
pulse began to pound madly and she 
felt the palms of her hands become 
moist. 

“This is one of them,** she mut- 
tered to herself. “It’s only the first, 
but 1 can’t take a chance. I can’t 
let him get away.” 

Deliberately, 83 they started to 
cross the street at the S 3 me time, . 
she twisted her ankle and fell 
against him. 

’'Oh, I’m terribly sorry,” she said 
in feigned em harassment as the man 
caught her in his arms. 

v^JJFhat’s all right,’ he murmured, 
stathSg ‘■into her green eyes with 
utter fascination. 

She locked at him for a long mo- 
ment, then she started to free her- 
self from his grasp, letting out a 
moan of pain as she stepped down 
on her ankle. . , 

"Oh, are you hurt?” the man ask- 
ed solicitously, again taking hold of 
Valerie's arm. 

“It’s my ankle,” she murmured. 
“If you could only, help me get 
home.” 

It was so simple that the girl al- 
most laughed in his face. He hailed 
a taxi and drove to her address, al- 
most carried her up the stairs. Then 
he placed her on the sofa and got 
some ice for her ankle. 

She lay there looking up at him 
adoringly, her full red lips parted 
in an inviting smile. The V-shaped 
neck of her dress exposed smooth 
white flesh and her long, dark hair 
was spread out on the cushion be- 
hind her. 

The man gazed down, suddenly 
conscious of her body, and his breath 
became heavy as he panted. He knelt 
beside the sofa, dropping the ice pack 
on the floor. The glittering green 
eyes drew hint to her. His arms 
encircled her warm body and their 
lips met in a passionate kiss. When 
they drew apart, the man's face was 
deathly pale and there was a drop of 
blood on his lip. He stared at Val- 
erie for a moment with glazed eyes 
and then toppled to the floor. 

Quickly the ciri sat up and lean- . 
ed over, feeling for the heartbeat. 
There was none. She bared her 
small, even, white teeth and gave a 
shrill, blood -chilling cackle, remin- 
iscent of the old woman, Mattie 
Hawkes. 


THE door leadng to the bedroom 
opened and Jarett stood there, a 
pleased smile on his face. “You have 
done very well, Valerie. Are you sure 
he is the right type?” 

A wave of fire swept through her 
veins at the sight of her lover. "1 
could feel it Jarett,’’ she told him, 
“just like you said.” „ . -T* 

Quickly the man^ : blbod jvas5 jfrain- 
ed from his body, tesrid, aria mixed 
with the blue precipitate. Valerie 
looked proudly at the small vial 0 / 
purple fluid that had come to mean 
so much to hee\ Then Jarett showed 
her how to dissolve her victim’s body 
in a tub of acid so that no trace of 
it would ever be found. 

“Now,” she said when they were 
done with the grisly t*sk, “we can 
have the rest of the week to our- 
selves.” 

Ke took her into his arms and 
crushed her to Kim with fierce pas- 
sion. There was 'no hint of tender- 
ness or gentleness til his manner 
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SHE WAS A CREATURE OF FIRE AND DEATH 


and Valerie responded in kind. 

That night they made their first 
public appearance together, the tall, 
distinguished, demoniacally hand- 
some man and the unbelievably beau- 
tiful young girl. Everywhere they 
went eyes followed the unusually 
good-looking couple with strange 
fascination, but they were oblivious 
of anyone but each other. 

Valerie adored being seer, with Jar- 
ett, feeling the admiring glances they 
drew. Fir- the weeks that followed, 
she found her viifi/ns and disposed 
of them quickly and efficiently so 
she would have more time to spend 
with him. 

* 

But gradually Hd began to see her 
less and less frequently. The days 
were long and tiresome by herself 
in the tiny apartment, but she was 
afraid to go out for anything other 
than business in case she might miss 
him. However, he came only at mid- 
night every night, for a few short 
hours. And then one night he didn’t 
come at all. 

VALERIE became tormented with 
jealousy, imagining that Jarett was 
bestowing his favors on another wom- 
an- When he walked in the next mid- 
night, at the last stroke of twelve 
bells, she lashed out at him furious- 
ly; “Where were you? 1 waited all 
night without sleeping, but you did 
not even call.” She started to cry, 

Jarett’s lean face grew hard and 
ugly and anger flared in his deep 
black eyes. “How dare you apeak 
to me so, me, your master! Don’t 
get any ideas, Valerie, that you are 
a free person. You are my slave, 
and I shall come to you when I 
please.” His hands closed down on 
her white shoulders with brutal 
strength, his eyes bored into hers. 
“You are my slave,” he hissed men- 
acingly, cruelly. 

When he left, Valerie threw her 
weary body down on the bed and 
sobbed bitterly. But she knew Jar- 
ett's power over her and on his next 
visit she was agreeable and compli- 
ant. He had taught her enough of 
the astral world so that she knew 
it would be fatal to anger a Passion 
Deva. 

And then she met Andrew Harris- 
on. It was the first day cf the sev- 
enth week of her rejuvenation, Yai- 
, erie had just had her bath with its 
renewing, life-giving power. She felt 
youth and eagerness flowing through 
her veins and she longed for excite- 
ment. So she dressed 2 nd went out. 

Jarett would be coming at mid- 
night, but it was too long to wait. 
The air was crisp, cold, and invigora- 
ting and the beautiful young woman 
tingled with pleasure as it blew 
against her creamy skin, swept back 


the long, dark hair. She walked aim- 
lessly, basking in the attention she 
attracted as though it were the light 
of the sun. 

After a while, Valerie realised that 
she was hungry. There was a restau- 
rant across the street and she went 
in. The place was crowded with noon- 
time diners, so Valerie consented to 
share a table. She draped her coat 
carefully over the back of the chair 
and looked across the white cloth. 

A young man was sitting there, 
tall, lean, sun-tanne-d, with clean-cut, 
regular features and wavy blond hair. 
Her green eyes looked into warm 
deep blue ones and she began to 
feel the now familiar pounding of 
her pulses and m Distress in her 
palms. He had been born under the 
sign of the great Astral Deva! It 
was unusual to find another one so 
soon, but what did it matter, Valer- 
ie told herself. 

"My name is Andrew Harrison,*’ 
the young man said. “1® g-ad you 
sat down. I hate eating alone.” 

He had a wonderful smile and Va- 
lerie couldn’t resist returning it. She 
introduced herself and soon they were 
chatting away as though they had 
known each other always. After lunch 
Andy invited her to a movie. Valerie 
was surprised at her eager consent, 
Always before she had been anxious 
* to get her horrid but necessary job 
over with, but this time it was dif- 
ferent. The young man was such a 
good companion that she was reluct- 
ant to hurry him to his death. After 
all, she thought, I do have a whole 
week. 

THE movie was followed by dinner 
and dancing in a smart night club. 
Andy was a wonderful dancer. His 
embrace was warm and comforting 
rather than hard and possessive. Arid 
he whispered softiy into her ear as 
they glided across the floor. 

Valerie and Andy had Lifted their 
glasses of champagne to drink' a toast 
when suddenly she caught a glimpse 
of the timepiece on his wrist. It was 
twenty minutes to twelve! 

She almost cried aloud in fright. 
Jarett would be at her apartment in 
less than half an hour. She had for- 
gotten all about Him. 

Her eyes clouded with terror, Va- 
lerie turned to her escort. “Please ex- 
cuse me,” she breathed hurriedly. “I 
have to go.” Grabbing her wrap, see 
dashed out, 

“Wait,” Andy called after her, too 
startled to move, “Tomorrow, lunch 
at the same place . . 

"Yes, yes,” she cried, her voice 
floating across the room. 

The clock began to chime the mid- 
night hour as she flung herself into 
the apartment. She leaned weakly 
against the door for a moment, pant- 
ing with fright. Then she tossed her 


coat on a chair and endeavored to ©im- 
pose herself and look relaxed. Jarett 
must never suspect that *h* had al- 
most missed their rendezvous. 

“Ah, my dear,” said her Lover when 
he entered the room, "you look es- 
pecially iove.y tonight. There is a 
warm glow about you that the cold 
beings in the astral world could nev er 
equal.” Jarett stayed a long time that 
night, arid it was almost like it Had 
been in the beginning, but Verier.* 
could Psreiy hide her uBpat-eac* to 
be rid of him. 

Finally he left and she dressed ner- 
vously and rushed to keep ber date 
with Andrew Jkrrim He was ruod- 
ing in front of the restaurant,' iot-kicg 
anxiously at hit watch. She felt a 
strange constriction in her chest at 
the sight of him, and it had nothing 
to- do with blood vibrations she always 
got with men who ’were bora under 
the Astral Deva. Thus was something 
entirely different, a feeling she didn’t 
quite understand 

“Oh, Valerie.” his voice w as warm 
and rich, "I was afraid you wouldn’t 
come.” 

“Of course I came, Andy,” she mar- 
mured huskily, suppressing the de.-ire 
to melt in his arms. “1 w.sh I could 
explain about Last night, but it’s im- 
possible.” 

“I don’t car * about er.ytrlrg as ■ njr 
as you’re here now,” he wh . spurred, 
taking hold cf her arm. 

THEY' spent the day riding around 
in the country, in spite of the fact 
that it was almost wiener. Valerie re- 
fused to think about the day when 
she must lure Andy to Her apartment 
and use him for her cm wicked pur- 
poses. Perhaps aba could find some- 
one else; there were still flv* mere 
dare after this one. 

They Had dinner at a iitue ins a few 
miles out of the city. Valerie insisted 
that she had to go home early. She 
refused to make the Fame mistake a a 
the previous evening. Y’oa could never 
tell with Jarett. She skivered at the 
thought that ever sow he might lx* 
waiting for her. 

"Tkatever you say. darling,*' Arriy 
said gently, squeeriStg her cn*c and 
smiling. Valeric A blood tingled at His 
touch, .the T-sarm-d it kiss him, but 
not as she had kissed the others. That 
was possible. Jarett had showed her 
how the kiss of death was used: it 
was a particularly devilish aerice cf 
the Passion Deva. 

That wasn’t w Hat was real. 7 bother- 
ing her. It was Jarett and her pledge 
to be* true to him. Perhaps h* knew 
what she was doing when r he wasn’t 
with him. Astral beings were capable 
of a great many superhuman feat*. 

Andy stopped the car and took Va- 
lerie Id his arms. All thoughts of cau- 
tion fled from: her mind a? she melt- 
ed into hi? terrier embrace. H r Ups 
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THE VICTIM V/AS HANDSOME AND VALERIE FELT A STRANGE 
URGE OF LOVE AND PASSION. 


«««“ w*rtn aid hard, but gentle ?wv. 
ertfeeless. Valeria’s hand stroked the 
back of his neck with something more 
than passion. This other feeling was 
sc-mepow part >f her reluctance to 
kill Andy. 

That night Jarett did not appear, 
-r<i Vater.e was almost hysterical with 
relief. The thought of be-lau with him 
alter kissing Andy in the car was 
physically nveh.r? to her. In addi- 
tion, it would remind her of what she 
must do. 

When she finally fell into a tortured 
sleep in the early hours of the morn- 
■“ft- Aadv's broad shoulders, strong 
athletic h dy, and handsome face had. 
fl 'ated through her dreams. She en- 
vt«i-v d herself going away with him. 


far 

from Jo 

ret: and hi* evil face. But 

it ii 

its only 

a dream. The vial of blue 

TT ’ v v. ' 

'Ipitite 

cr, her dros.wr reminded 

her 

tea: * >■« 

’ y*’uth .trd beauty Andy 

four-i ?/> v: 

nchantfng was a tenuous 

thin 

*Z- £xT,*V 

er to the whim of an as- 

tra! 

being. 
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V chaps 

l can find another sulta- . 

bio : 

-:;»r. for 

this week.” she said aloud. 

“Th* 

in I con 

be with Andy again after 


it is ail over” 

She toyed with the idea the next 
two days. ,r. between her dates with 
the hands.- rie blond young man, but 
she found no :ne who struck the re- 
spondent cord in her body. And tine* 
was rur.rt'g short. 

IT was or the evening of the sixth 
right. They were siting- in Andy's car 
and reeking. The hour was early and 
Valerie put all thoughts of Jarett out 

of her mind. 

Andy's face was bent low over hers, 
his arms around.. her slender body. She 
?♦ it warm and soft and cuddly. Their 
l,ps met in a passionate kiss. 4, t low 
you, \ alerie," the young mars whis- 
pered Quietly. 

A lew cry escaped her Up*. She 
looked at him with tears in her eyes, 
suddenly realising what had been fcap- 
perir.g to her. She was in love! This 
was a thing that had never been in- 
tended. Slaves of a Passion Deva did 
vet fall in love. Tbeir charms *cw 
purely physical ar_j their minds and 
hearts a ere cold and cruet as those 
of their masters. 

Tne old woman, Mafic Havkes, had 
bees incapable of true love. That was 
why Jarett had picked her as his ir.ia- 
treis It wa.* a vicious trick of fate 
that her lovely rejuvenation should 
have fallen prey to this disastrous 
emotion.. Valerie tore herself from An- 
dy's ami and ran from the car. 

Jarett came that night and his slave 
met him with an intense pasabm that 
sprang from horror and fright at her 
own weakness. 

"You are 3 creature of fire, my 
hAe,” he whispered in her ear as they 
lay side by side. "For a while I was 
worried that some strung** being pos- 


sessed you, but now you are again 
my own Valerie. Don’t ever change,” 
his voice took on a tinge cf menace 
and his fingers were cold as they ca- 
ressed her. 

She awoke the next morning with a 
splitting headache ar-d jumpy nerves. 
Every strange sound caused her to 
start. This was the seventh day. Nev- 
er before had she waited so long to 
gather the blood for the blue preci- 
pitate. She had made up her mind. 
She ould steel herself against the* 
love she had for Andy, but she could 
never kill him. Another victim must 
be found. 

Dressing with' utmost rare, the girl 
prepared to go out and stalk her 
quarry. She was about to leave when 
the shrill sound c*£ the doorbell echoed 
through the apartmont. She opened 
the door and there stood Andy, hag- 
gard. unshaven, and looking utterly 
miserable. Her heart went out to him 
in spite of herself. 


•“Andy . . her voice choked. 

“I had to come, Valerie, to find out 
what was wrong . . . what I did that 
made you run away . . . Please let 
me in,” he said hoarsely. 

SHE stepped aside and he entered' 
*he apartment, his arms trembling at 
his sides as he avoided touching her. 
He sank into a chair and looked 
amund w th bloodshot eyes that seen; - 
*d to register nothing. 

Valerie stood staring at him, try- 
ing to control the turbulent emotions 
that thundered through her body. Fi- 
nally she could stand it no more, A 
wave of reckless passion swept away 
ail common sense. She threw herself 
into his arras. 

“Oh, Andy, Andy,” she moaned. "I 
love you ... so very much.” 

His hands wandered, shakily yet 
eagerly, over her body. Valeric clung 
to him, touching his face, his chest, 
the back of hts neck. Nothing mat- 


W-W.+- *£&T**r%+*n . .fra* 


SHE WAS A CREATURE OF FIRE AND DEATH 33 



VALERIE DIDN’T LAUGH AS SHE TOOK THE DYING ANDY IN HER SOFT ARMS, 


tcred except Andy. He bent her head 
back over his arms and she closed her 
eyes as his mouth sought hers. 

After a few moments Andy picked 
her up and started in toward the 
bed room. “No, no,” she protested fran- 
tically, "not in there.” She couldn’t 
bear that room; it held too many hor- 
rible memories — memories of Jarett, 

Without a word Andy placed her 
gently on the sofa ar.d started to un- 
do the buttons of her dress. There 
was none of the fumbling eagerness 
of the callow youth. His movements 
were controlled, deliberate, and infinite- 
ly tender. Valerie gave herself to 
him with the joyful feeling that this 
was the first time she had ever known * 
the true beauty of making love. 

The hours passed faster than one 
would have believed possible. They 
lay close together on the sofa whis- 
pering &>ft endearments to each other, 
making plans for the future that Va- 
lerie knew would never come true. 
Then Andy made love to her again. 
Afterwards they must have dozed. 

When Valerie awoke, the watch on 
Andy’s wrist said ten o’clock, and the 
blue-black sky of night was outside 
the windows. She almost cried out in 
terror. Jarett would be here in two 
hours and the spell of the youth po- 
tion would wear off at the hour of 
midnight. 

Tt was too late to find another man 
with the right kind of blood and Jar- 
ett must never know of her unfaith- 
fulness, There wa3 only one thing to 
do. Andy, her wonderful love, must 
be sacrificed. If she allowed the spell 
to come to an end and became old 
and ugly again, he would not want 
her anyway and the kiss of death 
would no longer work once she lost 
youth and beauty. It was now or 
never and time was growing short. 

Frantically she leaned over and 
pressed her mouth to Andy’s. He 
awoke at just that instant and his 


warm, love- filled blue eyes stared at 
her for a second. Valerie almost broke 
away, but the urgency within her was 
too compelling. He closed his eyes 
again and then it was all over. 

SHE didn't laugh as she gazed down 
at his body. A strength-Bapping sad- 
ness pervaded her being, but there 
was no time for human weakness. 
Hury, hurry, her mind whispered. She 
leaned dawn for one See* kiss from 
hi# inert lips. Then she set about pre- 
paring the purple fluid. 

There was no time to dissolve the 
body. She must first get her bath. 
The liquid was ready and the steam- 
ing water filled the tub. As she step- 
ped into trie bath, brownish wrinkles 
were already beginning to mar her 
perfect body. She noticed them with 
distaste, vanity becoming uppermost 
in her mind. This was more impor- 
tant than anything, even Andrew, this 
gift that had been given to her. She 
lay back in the warm water, sighing 
with relief. 

Her mind was busy with plans. She 
must never again let herself get so 
involved with a mortal being. Jarett 
wju/d be sure to discover it if she 
did. As soon as the formula had done 
ita renewing work, she would dispose 
of Andy's body in the acid and await 
her astral lover. The world of the 
Passion Devas went on forever. Surely 
a sacrificed love was not too great 
a price to pay fur immortality. Her 
eyes closed and she dreamed of the 
years ahead of her, safe f rom the rav- 
ages of time. 

A few minutes later she looked at 
her hands and let out a scream. They 
were old, gnarled, scud wrinkled. She 
reached up and touched her face, 
Ciawing at the seamy creases she 
found there. The wisp of hair that 
blew across her face was gray and 


coarse. 

What hud happened? 

It w&a the right type of blood, ihw 
right solution, everything as it had 

beer, before. What was wrong? 

Trembling violently, she grabb-d tne 
tube that had contained the purple 
elixir and rinsed it in water, getting 
every last drop, She waited. Suii ?.■;> 
change. She remained old and ugly. 

"What has . happened,” she cried 
aloud, and her voice was shrill and 

cracked. 

j 

A coldness filled the room ar.d Ja- 
rett was standing before her, tali, ele- 
gant, handsome, with an expression 
of bate and disdain on his face, 

“Well, Mattie Hawkea,” his voice 
was cold and bitter, "you thought you 
could betray the trust of Jarett, the 
Passion Devs, and get away with it.” 

‘‘What . , , what do you mean?” 
the old hag iij the bathtub whispered, 
then with as. agocuaec cry, "Don't call 
me Mattie Hawses. I am Valerie . . . 
Valerie . . . Valerie ...” It was a 
shrill scream when she finished. 

"You were unfaithful to me. allow- 
ed yoursklf to be possessed by another 
man. You did more than that. 

You invited his love,” the Passion De- 
va poured arger into hit icy voice. 

‘Tm sorry, Jarett, but I killed him 
. . . I killed him to get the blood . . . 
so I could be young and beautiful — 
for you’.” Her toothless grin made 
the words ludicrous. “Tut the bath 
didn't work.” 

"I destroyed the spell You broke 
your pledge so I destroyed the spell,' 
you old bag of bones. You will never 
again be Valerie, only Mattie Hawker, 
the scrawny crcae who picks people's 
pocket* ar.d pilfer* junk jr. the slums.” 
He laughed uproariously. 


IHi’\ say that Sv i e nc e - F$c t to n is 
here to stay and the pages of “BE* 
YCXP TIMS AND SPACE" are proof 
of it. This book, published by IVU- 
:crw; and Cudahy, is one of the 
Tj'sl umbunvus in the STS field and 
de£;nitv-iy a “must; * for the reader 
wh.> wants t*> be brought up-to-date 
c .ear from the very roots. 

The reason is that August Derieth, 
the editor, whose name ar.d fame have 
merited him. top rating with STF 
enthu# sets, has chosen the stories 
f»t this asthoicgy from the past 2000 
years, so shat the book provides an 
• v xc:irs m into the literary realm 
•‘Ot’ST *"ith tto appeal to the imagina- 
tion. 

T are three doien stories in 
*11* so the buyer is assured of quanti- 
ty along with the quality that the 
-,arr.e Ihrleth qu.tr;* r t.es. Variety is 
ai#n a factor, since the editor h.is 
rev : d the earthly hounds of time 
*“4 *patv in gathering this repre- 
sser tat. ve selection by authors from 
every ;tge ird clime. 

i’L RLETH it should K- added, was 
fditor *f -THE OTTER REACHES' 
-rise published by PeJligrin: and 
* Cuuihy. It * review of “The Outer 
Reaches * we mentioned its tngredi- 
, ent* rtf green eats, blue mutants, 
robes sr d rxket-ships which formed a 
de'-'ctshie dish from the STF stand- 

pO’-Tit. 

Tr.vt was a book in which the 
-orterr.p.'rury authors chose the 
stories tr.em selves and gave their 
reasons why, thus rendering the book 
unique Indeed Now. August Dvrleth 
has f ■; 'wed through with his own 
cho.cc- nf stones from the past os 
■ved as present in ‘"Beyond Time and 
Space.” 

FURTHER proof as to the staying 
■quauty «f STr is found in “SEVEN 
AClEXCE-FiCTlON NOVELS'* of K. 

C. Wei'u.. published by the Dover 
F This volume includes “The 
f irst Me-; In Trie Moon," an early 


fantastic science fiction 

. and made a lunge for him He turned 
toward her again, made a slight mo- 
tion with his hand, and she fell to 
the tile floor, a hoarse rattle coming 
from her scrawny throat. 

Jarett stood over her, like a hawk 
watching his prey, his thin, elongated 
figure making a strange shadow on 
the wall# of the room, and his huge 


cape giving him a Satanic look. In a 
low, rumbling voice he mut?red an In- 
cantation over the ugly, twisted pile 
of old bones. The green eyes were 
staring and lifeless. A cold wind again 
swept through the room and the man 
was gone, back to the astral world 
from whence he came. 

THE END' ~fV' 
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*‘No, no, I want to be Valerie. I 
promise to be good and faithful. You‘11 
-ver. I promise," she begged, sobbing 
into the now tepid bath water. 

"Never. You iS rot in hell, but you'll 
never be Valerie again!" He swept 
h.s evak about him imperiously and 
'ur-.f-d to g ; >. The old woman jumped 
up :r the tub with, an enraged cry 



cScZe/toe- jjclwiL OfL (pakadsL 


By LITZKA RAYMOND 


thriller among modern epics of space 
travel, It features “The Invisible 
. Man from which the now-famous 
-<*d*MYie was adapted. “The Time 
Mhich Te, . another Wells classic, is 
also in the collection. 

Add to these “The Food Of The 
Oods,“ “In The Days Of The Comet,*’ 
“The Island Of Dr. Moreau,*’ and 
“The War Of The Worlds’ and the 
result is 1015 packed pages of up- 
surpassed imaginative fiction that 
carries a constant note of potential 
realism. Merely two or three of these 
stories would be worth the price of 
the volume, hence seven novels give 
it a truly encyclopedic quality. 

Science- Fiction might have ten 
times its present readership if there 
had been more than one H. 0. TYclIs. 
Where Juies \ eme made strictly 
scientific predictions, Wells as one of 
his successors, wove fantasy into such 
a fabric and came up with social 
and economic forecasts that have been 
balanced by modem equivalents. 
Those date back some forty years 
and the “dawn" of Science- Fiction, 
which occurred two decades later, 
was scarcely more than a feeble, 
flickering reflection of the Wei’s 
brilliance. 

MORE In the field of strict ad- 
venture, but with a strong Hare of 
the fantastic is another massive 
volume: “FIVE ADVENTURE 
NOVELS’’ of U. Rider Haggard. Al- 
so published by Dover Press, this 
book indues “Allan Quarter-main,’’ 
“Allans ife,“ “King Solomon’s 
Mines. “Mai was Revenge,’' and 
“She.*’ It is the last-named novel that 
delves heavily into the fantastic and 
:s a recognised classic among strange 
adventures. 

"RULLAKD OF THE SPACE 
PATROL authored by Malcolm 
Jameson, edited with introduction 
and ni»-ves by Andre Norton; publish- 
ed by World Publishing Company. 

A beloved character in Science 
Fiction, John Bullard was bom on 


Terra in the ancient district of Ohio- 
in 3P15. There was nothing about 
h;m to catch ; the eye or rivet the 
attention. He was neither handiome 
nor ugly enough to cause comment. 
Reputed to be able to think fast “Vn 
an emergency, he passed in due 
course from the Patml Academy in- 
to the Service. 

This is the story of how Com- 
mander Bullard gained his fame 
among the mariners of deep space — 
the men and officers in that patrol 
which keeps the peace of the inner 
and outer planets and whose armadas 
wage the grimmest of all wars’ in a 
black night where stars are suns and 
the slightest miscalculation means 
awful death in an interstellar vacuum. 

No bugeyed monsters of the space 
operas in these pages. Bullard of the 
!J!H>0’8 is a very human Captain Horn- 
blower of his day. Manifestly drawn, 
alive and vigorous, by a man who 
admired the power of gadgetry but 
who also respected the eternal dignity 
of human beings. Everyone — not 
only STF addicts — will enjoy these 
• fantastic, often humorous adventures 
of Commander John Bullard. 

The author’s early years were de- 
voted to art, architecture , and engi- 
neering. He became a Commissioned 
Officer in the Navy during World 
War- I. It was with this experience 
that he so capably built the astro- 
gational devices used in “Bullard of 
the Space Patrol.” Science Fiction 
lost a fine author when Malcolm 
Jameson joined the ranks of The 
Great Beyond in 1SM5, 

NEW TALES OF SPACE AND 
TIME” published by Henry Holt and 
Company is something new by way 
of anthology-. The introduction by 
Anthony Boucher tells the why and 
wherefore. He feels that STF read- 
ers need a volume of originals — 
not reprints — written by a group 
of top Eight authors, and this is it. 
Not only are these stories unveiled 
(Continued on Parc ?0) 



OLD Bill Carter, guard of the Cen- 
ter National Bank, whistled to himself, 
as he always di$ It was nine sharp 
and he tvas opening the door to the 
bank. The tellers and officers had ar- 
rived twenty minutes before, and the 
tellers were busy getting the cash to 
their windows to take care of the 
morning rush. 

The first customer was a tail mar. 
who walked erect, like a machine, his 
arms swinging at his sides with the 
, mi -lentum of his movements. His face 

was finely chiseled and his skin looked 
like rubber, unlike any skin old Bill 
had ever seen. 

Bill was wondering about the man 
as he adjusted the shades on the front 
door and latched it open. He heard a 
sound somewhere behind him, but did- 
n’t pay any attention to it. Then a 
gun roared, the explosion echoing 
throughout the bank. Bill wheeled 
around, saw a sight that sent his 
blood coursing madly through his en- 
tire body. 

The tall, strange -looking man had 
grabbed the steel work of the tellers’ 
counters and was pulling it down as 
if it were merely straw. Somebody be- 
hind the counter fired another gun. 
The bullet thudded against the strange 
man and bounced to the floor, flat 
and harmless. 

In less than half a minute the man 
had grabbed handfuils of cash and 
was stuffing it inside him. Then he 
started for the door. Bill was no cow- 
ard. Ke had a gun. It came out and 
his hand squeezed the trigger as the 
man was within two feet of him. The 
bullet crashed against the man’s chest, 
near hi** heart, and fell to the floor, 
as the other one had. 

The right hand of the man lashed 
out in a blow that caught Bill on the 
side of the face. There was a crunch- 
ing of bones as he went down, every 
bone in that side of his face broken. 
The burglar alarm was clanking. The 
sirens of police cars shrieked. Police- 
men leaped out of cars carrying Tom- 
my guns. 


These spat fire at the stalking crea- 
ture, who was headed for a car at the 
curb. The bullets didn’t stop him. He 
was in the car. The tommy-grab* were 
trained on it. The ballets crashed 
against the side, even hi* the tire 
guards, but didn’t penetrate. 

Then the engine of the car roared 
and it left the ground and disappeared 
into mist-laden skies. 

THE next morning the newspapers 
carried the streamer headline: 

THE IRON MAN STRIKES AGAIN 

In the office of Chief of Police Carl 
Unger, a lean-faaed man, sat opposite 
the Chief and Major Frank Smith, 
head of the state police. 

“Gentlemen,” the lean-faced man 
spoke slowly, “you have asked try ad- 
vice about this mysterious Iron Man 
who has been wrecking sur^j terror. 
It is my opinion that you are not 
dealing with ft human being. Thi* is 
a tin robot, conceived by perhaps the 
greatest scientist living today. I don’t 
know- his name. I only know that any 
man that produces a robot like that is 
truly great." 

Chief Unger and Major Smith had 
worried and haggard faces. This was 
the first experience with this strange 
creature for Chief Unger, but for the 
last month Major Smith and his entire 
force had been trying to track down 
this amazing robber, who struck first 
in one city and then another. 

As a final resort, Major Smith had 
called in the services of Professor An- 
ton Murillo, an Italian who had come 
to this country and was known as one 
of the great scientists of the day. 

“It is not beyond the realm of pos- 
sibility," the professor continued. “The 
artificial heart is a reality and circu- 
lation is a simple matter in a robot. 
One stumbling block to perfecting the 
robot is that one mystery that science 
knows little about — that is, until now. 
That is the spark of life. The brain 
can be handled through the principle 


of radio and radio rays, but su-t*— tiy 
tht robot lias no bra,rt of ias b»t- 
There is somebody who Eafhe* brsdn 
waves and the body is so constructed 
that it react* to these waves." 

“That's all very fine, professor/ Ma- 
jor Smith said, “but how car. we stop 
■ a creatura like this? He hr.* robbed 
barks and payrolls, operating with the 
finesse of a veteran crook." 

"I would suggest, gentlemen," Fro- 
feesor Murillo said, “that you find the 
brain behind this creature, if you are 
shrewd enough. Do this and you can 
bring this automates — ar<; his mak- 
er to justice. Until then, I can't offer 
you much hope." 

“But this a „ion.jb,!e,“ Chief Unger 
exclaimed- “That’s about as fantastic 
as the robot himself.” 

Major Smith arid: “That has ar, ex- 
planation. The automobile :* really ax-. 
airplane, diijruUed aa a car. When it 
rises from the street, the wing* come 
out. But the mystery is what Lap peas 
to it. We haw Lad planes. sAirchir.g 
the skies after tack robbery. Nothing 
ha* beer, found. Where does the robes 
killer flee to?" 

"That,” Professor Mar-Lo answered, 
“l* tied up to the man behind this 

creature.” 

"Finding that man,” Major .Smith 
exclaimed, “is impossible. We nave 
checked every -scientist str,d ha’* found 
nope that could hand!* a thing like 
this." 

P ro- 
ar, i I Lave 

told you w hat you arc- up against. 
This robot robber doesn’t str.ke ir. 
the same place twice. Tomorrow or 
nest week, be will probably rub a bank 
in some other city. Hew much has he 
gotten siresdy?" 

Nearly a :u *1 - * .'C du.uar*, iuajor 
Smith replied. “We have tracers out 
on the money, but none has appeared 
anywhere.” 

“Perhaps it may never appear in 


“You bav*- tJfked n.y adviv 
lessor Muniio got up, 
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PEDRO LET THE LIMP AND LIFELESS BODY OF THE PROFESSOR FALL TO THE FLOOR. 
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THE BULLETS BOUNCED OFF PEDRO'S BODY AS HE CARRIED THE LOOT TO THE AERO AUTO. 


this pr.it of the country," Professor 
Murillo answered. "It could easily be 
handled in some foreign country and 
by the time you get track of it, the 
Iron Man may be forgotten.” 

“Forget him!” Major Smith swdd, 
“That’s one thing I’!! never do. We 
thank you for your advice, professor. 
We may call on you again." 

"Anytime you wish, I am at your 
service." Professor Murillo said and 
walked out of the room. 

AN hour later, in a quiet residen- 
tial section of the state capital, fifty 
miles from Center City where the rob- 
bery took place, a car drove into the 
garage. It was a commonplace Buick, 
one which could excite no suspicion at 
a ca:-*j.il glance. Yet if th" Buick were 
studied ciosely, several important de- 
tails might 1 >e seen. The hood was a 
little longer than the average Buick 
and the bumpers were wide enough to 
contain the hidden wings. 

The tall man got out of the ear 
stowly, standing always ereet. He then 
walked straight to the rear of the 
house, pushed the door open, and en- 
tered. Without looking to the right or 
left, he walked through the hall of the 


luxurious mansion and into the si udy. 

. Seated behind a huge black desk 
was Professor Murillo. He” looked up 
and greeted the erect man with a 
pleasant smile. 

"Pedro, you did well,” he said. "I 
have just had a conference with Major 
Smith and the Chief of police at Cen- 
ter City. They wanted advice from me 
about this strange creature whose body 
i» bullet proof," 

Pedro said: “You tell them any- 
thing?" 

“Naturally I didn’t," the professor 
laughed. "I gave them a story about 
how it was possible to make a ro- 
bot man. They swallowed it, hook, line, 
and all." 

“That is well," Pedro grunted again. 

The professor picked up a paper 
weight, looked at it, his lean face 
laughing a little. 

# 

"I wonder what they would have said 
had I told them the truth,” he spoke 
slowly, as though studing each word. 
“A robot man! Bah! How old fashion- 
ed and how silly. I even told them 
that you were controlled by radio 
waves sent out by the mar, guiding 
you. I told them that they had to 


catch the mar. behind you. What 
chare*- have ti.v > to catch the great 
Professor Myrklo? None whatever. 
You are the vanguard of £ great 
army that will be invincible. You are 
the final perfection of the ossification 
of the human flesh. You can with- 
stand bullets, knives, even small ar- 
tillery. An army of fifty thousand like 
you — and the world will be mine. 
How much money did yea get?" 

Pedro reached inside his coat whe re 
he J-uad a sack. He pulled the sack cut 
and tossed it on the black desk- Pro- 
fessor Murillo's eyes . flashed, as he 
greedily pulled the money out. He 
didn’t take time to count it ail, but 
he had a good estimate. 

“Over a hundred thousand,” he 
cried. "That makes mere than a mil- 
lion, all stash'd away for the great 
day. Next week it win be severs.’. . thou- 
sand more." 

PEDRO’S face twisted in sullen au- 
ger a* he said: "I want money. I don’t 
want to control the world and yen 
ain’t given me much." 

"Take ;t easy, Pedro." the profes- 
sor answered. "You will be the leader 
and you will have millions and beauti- 
ful women when our goal of eotwrjer- 
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:r.£ the won d ha# been achieved, it 
■sra* s great day, tea years ago, when 
I stumbled onto that strange tribe of 
savages in the Belgian Congo who** 
skins were impervious to the arrows 
and spears of the erymy. They were 
peaceful and this process had been, 
'■rented cv furies ago to protect them 
against war-like enemies.” 

Toe professor hesitated, looked up 
at the crilirg. his right cheek twitch- 
ing. 

"As a scientist,** he continued, "this 
intrigued nc. But the possibilities were 
there and suddenly It ereerwi to jno 
po wer a man would have if he 
perfected an. even mere drastic ossi- 
fies ‘ion of the flesh. What these 
Americans don’t know is that I se- 
crftly admired both Hitler and Musso- 
iint, but 1 wan r,o foul. I played both 
sides, lly international reputation as 
a scientist blinded the Americans to 
my real feelings." 

Getting up and walking around the 
tahk*. picking up a sharp letter opener 
as he did, the professor walked to 
Pedro’s side, Pedro was staring at 
him. b:s face showing little expression. 

“Ossification of the human Posh," 
the professor jabbed the per. knife in 
Pedro's neck and the point bent as if 
it had been stuck into iron. "Those 
natives were primitive in their meth- 
i>d, The acid solution they used mere- 
ly hardens the skin. The process I 
used cn you, Pedro. does more. It 
traces your skin a metallic substance, 
like iron. Lead and line did that, but 
it, had ttne danger. A mar. must breathe 
w;th his skirt as well as his lungs 
and if his pores are stopped up. death 
will conic quickly." 

IVdro said: "Sometimes I foe! fun- 

"Sure, you do,’’ the professor re- 
plied. -your skin needs air. I have 
the Ample solution for that and with- 
out it, you would sot live twenty 
Hour#. But that Is a mystery. That 
will keep you working for me, Pedro. 
If y*>u get any ideas that don't fit 
in with mine, you die very quickly.** 

THK Professor walked back to hi# 
--hair, opened a drawer and looked 
*• a bottle of blue fluid. He said noth- 
ing to Pedro. This was the solution 
Pedro had to use :n his daily bath to 
inflate the tir.y pores of his metallic 
skin am! which enabled him to breath. 

"Neat week," the professor closed 
the drawer slowly, "you will make 
> *«" hi* haal, Pedro. You will g*t 
thousands and hundreds of thousands. 
The mint is ripe for plucking, I have 
? armed every detail. The hour when 
the s-tift is mad* in workers is four 
■■■ ti-vir ts4 \n those few mWtrte* not 
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more Cam three persons are in the 
room where the hundred and thousand 
dollar bills are being made in pack- 
ages. This is one job I go on with you 
to see that no mistake is made.*’ 

Pedro’s sullen look deepened. He 
growled. "I work all the time. I let 
you make my body hard and it hurts 
... it always hurts . . . and I get no 
money ... I want a girl ... a girl 
... you don’t let me see anybody , . .” 

“You’ll be a king, Pedro,’’ the pro- 
fessor exclaimed, “when the hour is 
here. What I have done to you, I can 
do to a thousand men. Only it requires 
money, lots of money to build ray lab- 
oratory in the mountains, safe from 
prying eyes. I'll have not only a thou- 
sand but tens of thousands of soldiers 
whose skin can withstand machine gun 
bullets, ga#, every kind of weapon, 
and with that array as a nucleus, I 
can take over Washington. And there 
• are millions in this country waiting 
•*£or a dictator. They hate labor and 
Irifoyr * unor.s. They are fool#. They 
want everything that human greed 
offers, and they will follow mo as the 
Germans followed Hitler,, hoping to 
get just that," 

The professor's words didn’t cause 
the angry look to leave Pedro's face. 
He got up and grunted: “I want a 
woman . . .” 

“Sure, you want a woman,” the pro- 
fessor sneered. “You morons think of 
nothing else. That is why you are 
slaves and always will be slaves of 
men smarter than you are. It is the 
law of the jungle and the law <rf the 
universe. Power :s brains and brains 
wm. Get ready for your bath now, 
ycur blue bath. I can’t let anything 
happen to you.” 

,i J 

Pedro was mumbling to himself as 
he left the room and went upstairs. 
Professor Murillo took the bottle of 
blue liquid and followed his ossified 
man. 

FIVE days later the large marble 
building which houses the XJ. S. Mint 
at the state capital seemed like a bee 
hive of industry; men and women came 
pouring out of the large door#. It was 
four o’clock in the afternoon, the hour 
when the day shift give# over to the 
night workers. 

Few noticed the strange looking car 
that stood near the curb. There was. 

«f course. little difference in this car 
from others, except its fenders, which 
were wide and gave the automobile a 
«qust look. 

Behind the wheel Professor Murillo - 
was wearing a mustache and a wig of 
red hair, Pedro sat stiffly, like a robot 
man, beside him. Professor Murillo 
said. “Yon have jq.ur instruction*. 


: peed whut counts. Go und don’t 
make any mistakes.” 

% 

Pedro opened the car door, stepped 
out on the sidewalk. The men and 
women coming out of the mint build- 
ing didn’t give this strange looking 
creature a second look as he entered 
the building by a side door. I'., 

On the second* floozy itrjfcte packing 
room, two girls and a man were busy- 
sorting out the thousand dollar bills, 
putting them in bundles to be sent 
to Federal Reserve banks. In a few 
minutes the night shift would be there 
and the room would be filled with 
fifty workers. 

The door opened and Pedro enter- 
ed. None of the three .Rooked up. Pedro 
gave a bellowing roar and the three 
jumped, and as they saw the strange 
looking man, one of the men stepped 
on a floor button and alarms began 
ringing in the .hallways. 

Pedro paid no attention to these 
clanging bells. He stalked across the 
room, with the three employees 
shrinking away from him. At a table 
he grabbed packages of thousand dol- 
lar bills and stuffed them in the sack 
he carried outside his coat. 

This sack was bulging with bills as 
he turned and started out of the room. 
As he got to the door, guards with rub- 
machine gun* formed a barrier. They 
let go with the guns. The bullet# 
thudded against Pedro and dropped to 
the floor as he strode toward a line of 
men, his huge hands flaying out. 
knocking men right and left. 

In the hall more guards appeared 
with guns. They squeezed the triggers 
•and the guns roared. Pedro walked 
toward them, the bullets falling off 
him. The guards screamed in terror 
a# they saw this giant creature com- 
ing toward them. Some dropped their 
guns and others fled. 

Pedro went down the stair*, two 
steps at a time. In the first floor hall 
there were more guards. The same 
scene was repeated as on the second 
floor, and Pedro ran out of the build 
ing, leaped for the car as Professor 
Murillo pushed a lever and the wings 
of the aeroplane car spread out. The 
engines roared and the car taxied a 
short distance and then soared into 
the air as police cars came racing for 
the mint from all directions, their 
sirens shrieking wildly. 

The appearance of the robot robber 
?it the mint brought Major Smith and 
the FBI to the state capital by plane. 

It was the same old story to Major 
Smith, only this time ten aeroplane* 
took to the air a few minutes after 
the robbery. However, they were un- 
Abe to spot the mysterious auto plan" 


HE WOULDN'T DIE 
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that soared away when the police cars 
raced for the mint. 

IN his luxurious and sound-proof 
library. Professor Murillo stood at his 
desk, his eyes feasting on the huge 
pile of thousand dollar bills that la 7 
before him. 

“Magnificent, ’* he cried. “You did 
a wonderful job. Pedro. There must 
be nearly a million dollars here. Now 
my hour has stknfk. The fool police 
have no euspicioimef who Is behind all 
this. Another haul like this and we go 
to the mountains, Pedro, and work 
will start on n»y secret laboratory 
where I will make hundreds of men 
like you. With them I cun control firEt 
this country and then the world, I 
will make a race of men whose bodies 
are impervious to bullets. A whole 
race of super giants.” 

His hands went through the pile of 
bills and he threw them in the air 
and as they fell back on the top of 
the desk, he gave a wild, incoherent 
laugh and his eyes had an insane look, 

“Money is power, Pedro, wonderful 
and exhilirating power,” he screamed. 
“I will be not only the greatest 
scientist because I have made the 
perfect man, but I will have the 
world at my feet, yes, at my feet . . .” 

Pedro growled: “I don't want pow- 
er." 

“A great army of men like you, 
Pedro,” the Professor screamed. “Who 
can stop them? No machine guns and 
no bullets. Bombs from the air cannot 
hurt them. An army that will sweep 
ail the fools in the world out of 
power.” 

“I tell you I work hard and you 
give me nothing. It ain’t fair.” 

The Professor sat down and looked 
at Pedro. The wild look had left his 
face. It was cold, hard, and deadly. 

“You fool,” he sneered, “you have 
a power no other man has and yet 
you talk about wanting a woman. You 
are like all the other fool* in the 
world.” 

Pedro was staring at the thousand 
dollar bills, scattered over the top of 
the desk. The sullen look left his 
leather-like face and his small eyes 
gleamed, as if he was only suddenly 
conscious the money was there. 

“Money,” his voice was hoarse. “Lots 
of money — gobs of money.” 


frame towered over the desk and the 
Professor. He took two steps forward, 
slow, deliberate steps, and his great 
paw-like hands reached out, closed on 
the bills. 

“Stop, you idiot,” the Professor 
screamed. “Drop that money.” 

A silly grin came on the face of 
Pedro and the hardness of his skin 
made the expression weird and sav- 
age. His hands clutched the large 
bills and then he threw bis head back 
and a bestial, inhuman laugh tame 
from hi# deep throat. 

“I get money — gobs of It,” he 
roared, “and I don't have any fun. I 
hurt all the time. When I walk, my 
skin breaks lik* bon*-*. You made me 
a giant. You made me able to throw 
bullet* off my body, but you didn’t 
make me happy. You didn’t give me 
any reason for acting like I do. I 
want money. I want women, many 
women and I . . . " 

“Pedro,” the professor’s fare was 
pale with fear, “you have to take your 
bath. If you don't, you will be dead 
in half an hour. This bottle of liquid, 
the blue one. It is the only thing that 
can save your life. I am the only man 
who knows wfcat it is." 

“That blue bottle,” Pedro stopped 
laughing and looked at the bottle with 
the curiosity of a boy. “ I don’t want 
to take any more baths. That blue 
water burn* and sometimes makes me 
fee! erary, 1 want to go out and have 
fqn . . . yes, fan , . . fun. And th!# 
money . ” 

The hands fyll of bill* went high 
in the air again and the crazy laugh 
came from Pedro. 

“You fool,” the professor cried. 
“Come with me now and have your 
bath." 

The laugh died in Pedro's throat. 
“I ain’t taking no bath," he said. “I 
ain’t living here any more. I don’t 
like people shooting at me ... I am 
going to leave ...” 

He took two steps toward the door. 
The professor was out of his chair, 
standing in front of Pedro. 

“Take it easy, Pedro,” he said. “Lis- 
ten to me. You can’t leave. You won’t 
live another half hour if you don’t 
have your bath. You are my slave and 
you can't ever get away from me.” 

A strange, gurgling sound carae 
from the throat of Pedro, His hand# 
went out, caught the professor by the 


throat. He gave one scream of terror 
and then there was a crunching of 
bones. A moment later Peers let the 
limp and lifeless form of the profes- 
sor drop to the Door, Ther. he walked 
_ back to th*.- desk, gathered up the 
thousand dollar bills, and without 
looking at the body of the prefeaaor, 
whose face had turned a bluish bluet 
be strode out of the house and into 
the gathering darkness cf the night. 
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IT was noon the next day wb'n 
new* of the murder of the famous 
Professor Murillo was Dashed to Maj- 
or Smith at the state cap.tal waere 
he was still working on the mint rob- 
bery. A neighbor, acting the door to 
the profea* -rife house open, had ven- 
tured in *r*d found the tody . 

When Major Smith arrived at the 
borne. Chief of Police Car I Borne mod 
hi* detective!! were in the library. The 
body of th? professor jr* III lay on the 
floor and Doctor Felix Morgan had 
juurt completed hi* preliminary exam- 
ination. 

"Strangled,” w&£ hi* verdict, “and 
whoever did it has hands more power- 
ful than a vise. Every bene in his 
neck w as broken." 

Near the body lay the bottle of 
blue liquid. Major Smith picked it up 
and said, “1 wonder what kind of 
medicine this is?" 

Doctor Morgan said: “1 t acted -t and 
1 would ray that it is some form, of 
astringent and certainly it bar noth- 
ing to do with the -prof escort mur- 
der." 

Three days later two email bey*, 
playing In a vacant lot two mile* 
from the professor'* home, came «« 
the body of Pedro. It was hideously 
distorted, death having been, caused 
by porous suffocation. The thousand 
dollar Mi# were scattered araurd the 
body. 

The newspapers earned serus.at.oruu 
stories about the o**ifkd mas a zA hi* 
crime# asd ir the same issue eulogies 
were written about the fame &ad re- 
putation of Professor Aston Murillo, 
the itnosrad ir.temationsi scientist. 

No connection was seen between hi# 
death and the discovery of the body 
of th* osfsifiE-d man. 


KE get up slowly and his huge 


THE END 



.{ARs.OlKT Dunwuod lovingly pol- 
*-;•« ehn«ru«in side panels pt hi? 
machine. I*, shone brilliantly in the 
the setting sun coming thru 
the window in bis small office. He 
ca.,ed it the Ariintaticus E’eetruracas, 
; - was mode to the exact speeifi- 
esttc.njr of notes his father had made 
during h.s long years in prison. 

“Poor thidd' rhmwivxt mu nr. urea 
{J? fei.m.wif, “how he would Jove to 

it.v-'e seen his invention perform.** 

^ a - R •£* elder Duawood died in 
r ■ 'Sen. his son,. a u?o x mechanical en- 
gineer, had fulien heir to the precious 
* n '** and expei ..meats laboriously re- 
'-ordtd over the years. And Hareourt 
Dum« ood hie built the Anirraficus 
E.i ctrcrric-is. test. <i it, and proved its 
•'orth. He had also inherited his 
fatat-r s biters i#s$ against mankind. He 
•* ' t -“' 1 use the machine to vent his 
natm-d sga^tst h;s fellow human be- 

It a a? a fantastic device, for it 
caused other machines to come to 
an. mated them, and gave them 
the power ef movement — . and the * 
P 0 *** *» destroy. Looking at it, the 
Animatacus Eirctmnicqs appeared to 
be an ordinary electronic ray, encased 
r. steej and chrome with numerous 
diab and antennae, but the waves it 
emitted Struck respondent chords in 
the molecular a~d atomic structure of 
-•ther mechanical devices and gave 
vhem the power of t n Jo p»i * dent move- 

Harcourt Dun wood had tried the 
a. .ma.or m his home, on his tele- 
•pnofte. h:s radio, and typewriter, any 
meehar. cid gadget that had movable 
But stow was his big experi- 
ment, xr.d se had selected as his !ab- 
■-ratory the huge offices of the Mar- 
•ms^rr Company nett d.»r. He would 
*’'* . -iut what the numerous machines 
of a big company would do if they 
were given the opportunity to move 
theruseives, Dunw>xxi’s hatred of 
mankind seemed to flow through his 
Angers with physical power as he 
fumed the knobs of the machine and 
vet up the gentle humming' that start- 
ed ar ■mating waves of electricity in 
thf direction of the telephone, combin- 
ing with the impulses given off by all 
mater a:*, both atvnate and inanimate. 
The telephone receiver leaped out 


"C its cradle and swung around in the 
air in front of the crafty engineer 
for a moment. Then it started toward 
him. Dunwood raised his arm. The re- 
ceiver hesitated a moment, then meek- 
ly returned to its resting place. He, 
at least, could control the fruits of 
hts father’s inventive genius. 

The time was ready. He would sneak 
into the next office through the joint 
fire escape and set up his machine. 

. Then would come the final test. It 
.ji^ 3 i 11 *’ five o'clock. He moved to the 
wijfciyvv, supporting the heavy anima- 
tor ir. by? hands. Then quickly he 
slipped out onto the iron grating and 
climbed into the next office. It belong- 
ed t' a minor executive of the Mar- 
tinson Company, and the small adjoin- 
ing wash room offered a perfect re- 
tuge for himself and his machine: 
Quietly he set to work. 

THE door closed behind the last of 
the file clerks and Roberta Willoughby 
was alone in the office, staring dis- 
consolately at the pile 0 f work on the 
desk in front of her. Why did Miss 
Twillrngham. her boss, have to _got 
sick just when the midwinter reports 
were due ? 

“I'll be here all night,” Roberta mut- 
tered in disgust as she picked up a 
sheaf of papers and started in. 

The jangling of the telephone bell 
sounded harshly in the eerie stillness 
Of the huge deserted office. She pick- 
ed it up, "Hello, hello,'’ the girl said. 
Her only answer was a roaring sound. 
Then she heard a click and there was 
silence. 

“Now what was the point of that?" 
she muttered and returned to her 
work. 

The only sound in the office for 
the next two hours was the scratching 
of Roberta's pen and the pounding 
of her typewriter. Them she stopped 
working and took a sandwich out of 
her desk drawer. She shuddered as 
she looked around the office, the 
dark shadow* deepening to blackness 
as they spread out from the pool of 
light around her desk, the ghostly 
covered typewriters and adding mach- 
ines and the deserted desks of her 
co-workers. Everything was shrouded 
and quiet, deathly quiet. 

The insistent buzzing of the switch- 


board aroused the girl from her 
mournful contemplation. “How what,” 
she muttered. If there was an outside 
call, the phone on her desk should be 
ringing. 

But it wasn’t an outside call. One 
of the little orange bul^ons was twink- 
ling brightly. Someone in one of the 
inner ofices wanted to use the phone. 
Roberta started to plug them in with 
an outside linp when suddenly her 
heart stopped beating and her breath 
strangled in her throat. There was no 
one in the inner offices: Trembling, 
she stared in horror at the light. The 
buzzing persisted. 

Frantically Roberta tried to turn off 
the board, but she couldn’t remember 
what key she used to accomplish this. 

THE frightened girl walked softly 
toward the front door, opened it, and 
looked out into the hall. There was a 
dim light in front of the elevator, but 
otherwise sht* peered into darkness. 
And everything was quiet, not a sound 
nor movement gave hint of a human 
presence other than her own. 

“Where's the cleaning woman?” she 
whispered aloud, “There’s supposed to 
be a cleaning woman.” She wanted to 
go to the elevator and ring for the 
night watchman, but she was afraid 
to venture out into the shadowy cor- 
ridor. 

Finally she decided to go into the 
inner offices and see who had tried to 
.use the phone.* Picking up a paper 
weight front her desk for a weapon, 
she crept cautiously toward the closed 
doors, neatly lettered with the name 
of the president of the company. 
Through the clouded glass she could 
see no light. It was pitch black in- 
side. 

Quickly Roberta went in, touched 
the button by the door, and the plush 
office was flooded with golden light. 
No one was there. She went through . 
the entire suite of rooms, but found 
nothing out of order. The phone that 
was connected with the signal button 
on the board was on the desk near a 
typewriter, but the receiver was in its 
proper place as though nothing had 
disturbed it since five o'clock that 
afternoon. 

“I’m going nuts, being here all by 
myself,” Roberta said aloud. ‘Tin go- 
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THE MURDER MACHINE 



THE ROOM WAS MOVING AND ROBERTA WAS SUDDENLY CONSCIOUS OF THE TELEPHON 

WIRES AROUND HER WRIST IN A V1SE-UKE GRIP. 
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i"? to get it the work ^nd get out of 

*hi* pliec." 

Everything looked as usual in the 
brightly lit comer where she wa» 
working, and tfcsa she noticed the 
telephone — anti the typewriter. Both 
hr*i been moved. They were now dose 
together, ard the paper that had been 
•a the machine was lying crumpled on 
the floor. 

As 3 he stor'd there, staring, the 
switchboard began to boon She ran 
to it ar.d then the phone on her desk 
started ringing. At the same instant 
typewriters all over the office sudden- 
ly moved by tfcerwehres, tapping- vig- 
orously, ringing the belis at the end 
of the carriage, and shooting back, all 
of the:? own accord. 

Roberta’s voice rose in a shrill 
scream crnict the din and she fought 
f ran tic a... y to get the cccd of the 
switchboard plug away from her 
throat around which it had somehow 
become twisted, 

IN' the morning they found her ly- 
'tg r>>- her Cfsk, strangled to death. 
Everythin" else was in perfect order. 
Frightened little clusters of people 
gathered around the desks and the 
switchboard discussing the grisly hap- 
pening. 

The police were baffled. 

At five h’ejocSc promptly every em- 
ployee made a beeline for the fnvt 
boor. One hapless stenographer forgot 
her purse and hat and bad to go back 
to the empty room to get it. Her 
fr.ends waited for her at the bus stop 
for a while und then went cn home. 

Later that eight the cleaning vani- 
in & serve rec her dead body lying by 
the water cooler, A police autopsy re- 
vealed the startling fact that her lungs 
«erc filled with water. She had been 
drowned" 

. The next day Arthur Martinson, 
president of the company, had a 
strange visitor. He was a man in his 
early thirties, small, round, ar.d very 
jovial locking. He rave his name 33 
Harcru.ro Tunwtxxi and he offered, 
ft-r the sum. of five thousand dollars, 
to r.d the Martinson Company of the 
disasters that had beset it in the bus: 
two days, 

Arthur Mart.nson looked a: the ro- 
tund man 1- aamiement. “Vou mean to 
toil "to," he said unbelievingly, •‘that 
.vow can clear this thing up?" 

‘"For five thousand dollars I would 
certainly be willing to try." Dttn- 
wood answered. “and you don’t have 
*0 pay me a cent unless I am com- 
pletely successful," 

"It sounds like a fair deal, Mr. 

P unwood," the greying executive told 

As soon as the man left, Martinson 
picked up his phone and called Lteu- 
terant Vinces: Arlington of the police 
department. 

"I told him to go ahead, Lieut en- 
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ant,” he said into the phone. “But I 
would like you to check up cm him. 
I’d like to know just why he thinks 
he can prevent more murders from 
occurring.” 

Lieutenant Arlington was equally 
baffled. ’Thanks for the report, Mr. 
Martinson, ’ he told the distraught 
employer. “We’U get busy on it right 
away. Harcourt Dunwood, you say. 
Somehow that name seems to ring a 
bell. Ill let you know what we find 
out.” 

That night Harcourt Dunwood stay- 
ed alone in the office* of the Martin- 
son Company. Nothing happened. Un- 
known to him. Lieutenant Arlington 
was secreted la the closet of Mr. Mar- 
tinson’s office. 

In the morning he told the elderly . 
man: "He didn’t do a thing. Just 
wardered around, read a few rr.aga- 
eines, ate a sandwich, called up some 
friends. But outside of that he didn't 
do a thing. I wonder what his angle 
tat" 

you find anything out about 
him. Lieutenant?” Martinson asked. 

“No, but we re still chicking. I’m 
more positive than ever ihat I’ve 
heard that name before.” 

THE next night Dunwood was again 
alone in the office, except for the 
police lieutenant hiding in the closet. 

A. about midnight. Arlington became 
thirsty, and first being sure that the 
chubby httle man was in the outside 
office, ho stepped fpprr; his vantage 
point ar.d went to the water cooler. 

He was leaning over to get a drink 
when he felt something hit him on 
the back of the shoulder. If he lhad 
not bent over so suddenly, the blew 
wcu.d have landed squarely or the 
back of his head and probably knock- 
ed him unconscious. 

As it was, it had merely grazed 
him and he whirled around with 
lightning speed. The sight that met 
his eyes caused him to gasp with dis- 
belief. The receiver of the black 
French telephone was ftyir.g through 
the air and just settling back in its 
cradle as he looked. Tt had obviously 
been the thing that struck him. 

“I’m going crazy,” Arlington mut- 
tered. making for his closet sanctuary. 

He tripped on the adding machine cord 
and almost landed flat on hi* face, but 
managed to recover without further 
mishap. 

The next morning he confronted 
Martinson, his face ashen, eyes red- 
rimmed from lack of sleep. When he 
related what had happened, the older 
man looked at him in amazement. 

“After all, when you come right 
down to it, what else was in this of- 
fice with those two girls besides the 
telephone and the other machines, 
it’s fantastic, but so is the whole 
case,” Martinson said. 

“I saw- this -with my own eyes,” the 


Lieutenan^said. “What I want to know 
is why the machines haven’t Ijothered 
Dun wood.” 

The phone on the desk rang sharply 
and with noticeable hesitation, Martin- 
son reached for it It lay inanimate in 
his hand, just a telephone. He listened 
for a moment and then turned .to the 
police officer. “It's for you.” VI, 

’’Yes, Arlington ^peakjfig, ' , j ^tc lieu- 
tenant murmured. “Oka?, okay; sure." 

He hung up, said to Martinson: 
'Now I know where I heard the name 
Dunwood before. Eidridge Dunwood. 
He was a very famous mechanical en- 
gineer, worked for the government 
during the first World War. He was 
sent to prison for misappropriating 
funds and died there just a year ago,” 
"And what about ILzrcourt Dun- 
wood T” . 

"That's his son. The boy was only 
a youngster when Dunwood was sent 
up. There might, be a tie-up some- 
where, but I can’t figure it out.” 

“Do you have any record on the 
son?” Martinson asked. 

'‘Nothing criminal. He’s also aai en- 
gineer, went to M. I. T. But he’s 
never been in any difficulty with the 
law. Besides, the murders of your two 
employees occurred before Dunwood 
appeared on the scene? It might just 
be coincidence.” 

“I know, but why is he so certain 
he can solve the mystery? I’m going 
to stay here with you tonight and 
see for myself* just what occurs." 

“Okay, Mr. Martinson, but I must 
warn you that it might be dangerous. 
After w kat happened last night ...” 

I ve got to <k> something, Arlington. 
Five of my employees have quit in 
the last two days and the rest arc 
just going along on nerve. The whole 
organization is being disrupted.” 

The intercommunication system on 
Martinson’s desk buzzed, and he flick- 
ed a switch. “Mr. Dunwood to see 
you,” his secretary’s voice announced. 

. "Get in the closet, lieutenant, and 
hear what he has to say.” 

4 

HARCOURT Dunwood padded into 
the office on his small, neatly shod 
feet. He gazed in distaste at the elab- 
orate luxury of his surroundings, men- 
tally comparing them to the humble 
quarters he occupied next do>or. For & 
long time he had hated the oppulent 
prosperity of the Martinson Company. 
Now he was faced with a dilemma. 

He had it in his power to destroy 
this thriving business. A few more in- 
explicable incidents and fatal accidents 
to employees, and the company would 
be forced to dose down. On the other 
hand, he needed money for continued 
research, and the five thousand dol- 
lars he could get from Martinson 
might enable him to build a machine 
more powerful than the one his fath- 
er had devised. His nimble brain had 
already thought up several improve- 
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THE WIRES WENT AROUND ROBERTA'S NECK AND SHE FOUGHT FRANTICALLY TO BREATH 


ments. 

He had now a method of causing 
inanimate objects to move, perhaps 
even to feel, but the next step was to 
give them the ability to think. With 
a weapon like that he could destroy- 
and kill on an undreamed of scale. No 
atomic bomb could equal the damage 
that might be done by, for instance, 
the telephones in almost every home 
in the country. It would be a revenge 
worth waiting for. 

His round, guileless blue eyes look- 
ed up at Martinson, masking the 
hatred he felt. 

“Have you found out anything, Dun- 
wood?" the executive asked. 

“Not yet, sir,” the Httle man an- 
swered, “but I spent the last two 
nights here by myself and nothing un- 
usual happened. Perhaps your mur- 
derer will return in a few days, when 
he thinks things have quieted down.” 

“Yes, that sounds logical,” Martin- 
son replied, “but, tell me, Dunwood, 


just how do you happen to be so in- 
terested?” 

“That’s another question that you’ll 
have to wait to find out the answer,” 
he said, his voice somewhat peremp- 
tory. 

"Okay,” Martinson said. "Keep 
working on the case. Y’ou seem to be 
the only one who has any ideas at 
ail, and something must be done.” 

After Dunwood left, the lieutenant 
and Martinson looked at each other 
in bewilderment. If anything, the 
situation had become more complex 
and inexplicable. 

I 

THAT night the two rr.tsn were 
squeezed into the closet in the com- 
pany president’s office. They could 
hear Dunwood in a room to the left, 
muttering to himself and apparently 
absorbed in some sort of work. Then 
a strange humming sound filled the 
office. 

Martinson turned to his companion. 


"'What's that?" he a* <<d quickly. 

"I don’t know," the Lieutenant re- 
plied in a whisper, “but now that you 
mention it, I remember bearing that 
same sound last sight, jurt before 
I went to get my drink of water.” 

“Well,” the o'-der mars said, "we 
won’t learn anything by staying in 
here.” 

Cautiously b» opened the door of 
the closet. The office v a> dark acid 
spooky looking, with only a dim light 
coming from under the crack in the 
doorway. Th< humming continued. 

"Let’s go into the outer room.” 
Martinson sale softly. As be started 
across the carpeted office, Arlington 
noticed that the telephone seemed to 
move slightly or, the desk. He hurried 
after his companion, not caring to ex- 
plore the situation further. 

They stepped out into the recept 
room; bright light could be seen 
through the glass in one of the . other 
private office* ar.d the strange noise 
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press' louder. The figure of a man 
bending os-er something on the desk 
made a grotesque shadoss - on the semi- 
transparent door. 

“That must be Dunwood," Arling- 
ton whispered. “Wonder what he's 
doing ?'* 

They decideti to explore the re*t 
of the premises before breaking in on 
the strange little scat eh man. 

The huge room outside was in total' 
darkness and seemed absolutely quiet. 
But suddenly, as they stood there, the 
switchboard blosarmed out svith a mul- 
titude of littie^*ange lights, twink- 
ling on and ofr In rapid succession. 
Then it began to buzz. 

They rushed toss'ard it and as they 
did so, one of fhe plugs snaked up 
into the air and another joined it, 
twisting and weaving about like an- 
tennae, 

Martinson started to lean close, and 
the lieutenant pulled him back just 
as one of the cords started to wind 
itself around his neck. 

“Good God!” said the older man. 
“Did you see that? It almost had 
me.” 

TYPEWRITERS all over the office 
began to make a rapid staccato of 
sounds and telephone receivers jump- 
ed around with frightening agility. 
The two men, who had retreated to a 
deserted corner beside the front door, 
watched in horrified fascination. 

Finally Lieutenant Arlington brokt- 
the spell. “I think we know now how 
those two girls were killed. But what’s 
causing it? What in the name of 
heaven could cause such a thing?” 

“I don't know,” Martinson answered. 
“Let's find Dumvw/d. He may need 
some help.’ 

Carefully avoiding all machines and 
the vicious stream of ice cold water 
shooting from the drinking fountain, 
they cautiously made their way back 
to the office from which the light had 
been shining. As they approached the 
doorway, the buzzing noise could again 
be heard, dominating the myriad 
sounds of what appeared to be a fran- 
tically busy office. 

The Lieutenant opened the door slow- 
ly, almost afraid to look in. An as- 
tonishing sight met the eyes of the 
two men. Ha r court D unwood was sit- 
ting at a big oaken desk with his feet 
propped up, smoking a cigarette. In 
front of him was a iarge metal con- 
traption which was giving off the 
strange, vibrant humming. The face 
of it was covered with dials and knobs 
and the top bristled with antennae, 
all directed toward them and the large 
office behind them. 

The receiver of the telephone was 
coiled around the keyboard of the 
typewriter, which clacked noisily, and 
over by the window a dictaphone 
seemed to be climbing up the sill. 

Dunwood didn’t see Martinson and 
Arlington, and for a moment, they 
were too startled to speak. Then the 



MARTINSON STARTED TO 
DRINK V/HEN THE MURDER 
MACHINE WENT AFTER HIM 


telephone bell rang shrilly and the 
little round naan v. hirled about ir, his 
seat. 

“What are you doing here?” he de- 
manded. 

“What's going on here, Dunw&od? * 
Martinson said sternly, forgetting his 
panic for the moment, and ignoring 
the man's question. 

The chubby man smiled evilly. “That 
i b a piece of information I shall be 
very glad to give you, Mr. Martinson. 
I hadn’t planned it this way, but as 
long as you've blundered ir;, I might 
as well carry out rsy original plan.” 

SUDDENLY Dunwood had an idea 
bow he could accomplish both of hi» 
purposes, and he could barely hide 
the Fmile of satisfaction that crossed 
his face. 

“What do you mean?” the lieuten- 
ant demanded. 

The dictaphone had begun to bounce 


across the office toward the t**o in- 
truders, but Dunwood curbed it with 
a gesture. He wanted hi# moment of 
triumph to last a little longer. 

“First of all, Kr. Martisaon* 
hired me to find out about the death 
of your two employees. I shall gr. e 
you the Information. One was string- 
led by a cord from the sw.tch.V ard 
and dragged over to her by m-i- 

erai telephones. The other gir: ra 
killed after being held under the water 
rosier by a number of machines work- 
ing together. Already, you see, they 
have learned the value of coc-pera- 
rior..” His yrsAil eye? glittered as lie 
Jpr>ke ar.d he labor. Els, Up* from 
time to Gme with relish. 

“Bui bow . . . could tiAchines . . 

♦he executive began ir. a faint voice 

“How co _>j machine* r.ove cf their 
own accord *. " Zhunwrjod interrupted 
brusquely. 

The two refco nodded wordlessly. 

“They came to life because I s.ai- 
these,” the tr.sri'^nr wrreair-ed. *T made 
tfc«a al:v« with my father's inr entire, 
the Axjqrtaticv* Elect roricut. There’s 
no point in te'll.’ g you how it works. 
You haven’t the ability to underrumd. 
The animator is the work of a gen- 
ius. ” 

“Eldrktge Dunw^sd.” Lleuierjtr.i Ar- 
lington muttered. 

“That’s right,” the invar. tor'* son 
shouted.” Eidrlige Dunwo'd, my fath- 
er, the man you lousy eepa locked up 
in a prison for thirty yeans. - nd I 
hate you for it, I hate evtjycn*."' HI? 
voice was shrill and maniacal. 

Then suddenly he levered it to u 
soft iiiSiaiouB murmur. “Xcw. Mr. 
Martinson, you will write me a check 
for five thousand dollar*. Right r.ow.” 

The executive turs«d to Liectenaat 
Arlington and the latter fcodded to 
him- He war beginning to realize that 
Dunwood wes ir,sase ax.i the best 
thing they could do vm to huacr hisu 
Kis bear: was pounding in hj» throat 
*ind bis ben j.mbed brain, tried v» flgur- 
out a method of ee-rape from the mad 
man’s clutches. 

Martinson handed over the check 
“Okay, Dunwood, there i- your money. 
Now get yourself and your infema! 
contraption out of be-*.' 

Durv ryj<i graobed the piece uf pap- 
er and broke into wild laughter, “You 
think I *hall kt you lire to tel! the 
world that I am a murderer * So thw 
“an put me in prison, top.*’ ' 

The lieUP-.'-ajit sa;d: “Suppoae + •- 
promiAe you that no word of this will 
ever leak out. You have your mrpey. 
Go away with your r.achlr.e arid no- 
thing will ever be said.” 

The fat man looked s . a him from 
under pouchy eyelids. “I dent le. ev- 
you," he declared. “I’m not takirr 
any charges.’'’ He reached over to the 
animator ar.d turned one of the krjpfca 
all the way ever to the right. The 
hum. grew louder, almost deaf-arigly 
powerful. Tift* ef the machine? **. ;he 
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office made their way toward Arling- 
ton and Martinson. 

“Run,*’ the officer shouted. He 
grabbed Martinson by the arm and 
pulled him out of the office, slamming 
the door shut behind them. A second, 
or two later Dunwood had opened it 
again and the machines were after 
them. 

THEY ran into the president’s of- 
fice, but the telephones and two adding 
machines leaped at them and joined 
in the chase.TjJStay away from the 
outer office," Jwrtinson yelled. “There 
are millions of them in there.” 

The two men ran in blind panic. 
Once a telepl^ne wire coiled itself 
around the policeman’s leg, but he 
managed to untangle himself and get 
away before more of the machines 
came to help. It was like a ludicrous 
nightmare, and Dunwmod stood there, 
unmolested in the middle of it all, 
watching with a 100k of ecstasy on his 
face. 

Martinson had knocked over the 
drinking fountain and was soaking 
wet. He managed to get into a corner 
where he rested, panting and breath- 
less. Lieutenant Arlington had found 
sanctuary by a doorway. The moment 
of utter uncontrolled panic had fled 
and he was thinking desperately of 
some way out, 

“The machine!” he whispered. "I’ve 
got to get to that damned animator. 
It’s the only way.” Martinson was on 
the other side of the room and could 
not help him. Warily keeping an eye 
on the crazy engineer, he started edg- 
ing toward the inner offices. It was 
possible that all the office machines 
had chased them into the outer room. 
Anyway, it was a chance # he would 
have to take. 

He was almost inside the room 
where the machine was still energeti- 
cally buzzing when he saw a small 
adding machine flying through the 
air straight for his head. He ducked 
and it crashed through the glass par- 
tition behind him. Dunwood heard the 
noise and started toward the lieutenant 
with an enraged yell. 

Meanwhile, Arlington had gotten to 
the Animaticus Electronicus and was 
frantically turning knobs and dials. 
Still the powerful humming persisted. 
Which was the one that turned it off? 
He turned the largest one far to the 
left but nothing happened. Dunwood 
was almost in the room with him. 

SUDDENLY the machine gave off 
a weird moaning sound almost like an 
air raid siren. The din in the other 
room rose to a feverish pitch and all 
at once it seemed as though every' 
machine in the office was rushing 
toward the center of control. The first 
obstacle they encountered was H ac- 
count Dunwood and they attacked him 
with vicious fury, squeezing the life 
out of his rotund little body and rip- 
ping his clothing to shreds. 


Lieutenant Arlington stood aghast 
for a moment. He couldn’t let another 
human being die like that, even if ho 
had intended to kill them, lit picked 
up the unwieldy animator, lifted it 
high above his head, and threw it to 
the floor with all his might. 

The Animaticus Electronicus first 
hit the corner of the desk and then 
crashed to the floor with a loud clat- 
ter. It lay there for a moment shud- 
dering and grinding alarmingly. Sud- 
denly it gave one terrific heave and 
foil into a thousand quivering pieces 
of metal. Then everything was quiet, 
eerily, fantastically quiet. 

Trembling with th & physical effort 
of iifting the machine and from sheer 
fright and horror, the Lieutenant turn- 
ed slowly from his contemplation of 
the animator and looked ir. the door- 
way. 

MACHINES were scattered in every 
direction, lying quiet and lifeless, and 
in the middle, still tangled ir, cords 


and wires, was Harc-.-urt Dunw-xid 
He, too, was not moving. The police - 
man walked toward kirn, gingerly 
stepping c’-er the motionless of fir?, 
machines. 

The man’s face was tuming bluish 
and there were long red scratches 
down his cheeks. H.f bulbous body 
seemed- to Lv- e shrunk and was barely 
covered by tattered remnants of cU.th- 
ing. Arlington leaned down and felt 
for his hr art and pulse. He feuad 
neither. 

Martinson; walked wearily and hesi- 
tantly into the room. He looked at 
the Lieutenant 'bending over the hor- 
rible dead figure. “Is , . . is . . . it all 
over?” he asked in a toneless whisper, 
his face ashen grey, 

"Ye*,'’ Arlington said. “Ah o'-er." 
He stood up and the two men io.-ked 
at each other, almost a?r*-d v> bc‘.«r« 
that their recent experience had beer 

reality. 

THE END 
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fantastic science fiction 



A terrific space battle was in prog- 
ress above Pailas, one of the “Big 
Fo’ar’' xd the minor placets that com- 
pose the asteroif^belt. A lone black 
spacofighter, str^rge and rakish in 
construction, was engaging half a dos- 
en silvery cruisers, the cream of the 
Pallas home fleeW* Any one of those 
silver streaks should have been able 
to blast the black stranger from the 
sky. Instead, it was playing hob with 
them. 

From the ground, Commandant Roj 
Scovil watched the fray with a frown 
showing through his modified Epace 
helmet. At every stage, the black -pir- 
ate seemed to outguess the opposition. 
Literally, its commander v. as thinking 
ahead. When two silver streaks con- 
verged, hoping that the black ship 
would cut between them and be mouse- 
trapped by a third silver fighter, the 
ruse failed completely. 

The black pirate slashed uver and 
disabled one silver ship. It wheeled 
toward the other, skirted back and 
suddenly crippled Number Three with 
a rattle of voltage guns. Next it was 
away, going after the reserves. Like 
a hawk, it chased a silver fighter, 
guessing every trick and twist the 
latter tried to make. Again, the dead- 
ly voltage rattled home. 

Only two silver ships remained. 
They did the obvious; they ganged up 
or. the black pirate. At that., it s' ill 
outguessed them by coming in *o 
fast that it was abie to exchange 
broadsides in both directions. As a re- 
sult, all three ships skimmed down 
and struck the rocky ground, kicking 
up huge clouds of dust. Rescuers, a 
hundred of them, went to the aid of 
the crews. There wasn't enough grav- 
ity on Palla3 to produce a serious 
crash. Chances were that none of the 
men were hurt. 

But when the crowd, like the cloud, 
had cleared away, a strange discovery 
was made. Not a member of the mys- 
terious pirate crew could be found! 
Vague figures had beer, seen, but 
briefly. It would seem that they had 
faded with the dust! 

STRANGER things than that could 
happen in this year of 2296. That was 
why Commandant Scovil just couldn't 
believe it. He said so to his orderly, 
Jon Brett, as they walked back to the 
dome-shaped building that housed the 
military command. On Fallas, an inter- 
planetary settlement dedicated to the 
welfare of the entire Solar System, 
Scovil'a word was law. He intended 
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to use it that way. 

“That ship came from beyond Plu- 
to ” Scovil told Brett, grimly. “You've 
met some of the Flutonew, Jon, and 
you know how well versed they are in 
telepathy. Chances are that anybody 
from beyond could read minds even 
better!” 

‘You've get something. Chief!' ex- 
claimed Brett. “Why, they were think- 
ing ahead all during that bailie. Up 
until that last maneuver.' 

“They were still thinking ahead,” 
declared Scovil, &e they passed through 
the revolving air-lock and he paused 
to remove his helmet. “They wanted 
that triple crash to ki. k up dust and 
bring a crowd. That's how they van- 
ished:” * 

“With the dust!’ 

“Of course not. With the crowd.'” 

Commandant Scovil stepped through 
the vacuum curtain into h;s glanium- 
walled office and sat down at his 
fibrolite desk, where be began to 
d-xidie odd space symbols on the pul- 
pine memo-pad beside him. Orderly 
Bret Ft ili stood gaping as though 
trying to absorb the full sense of the 
Commandant’s statement, Scovil fin- 
ished making doodads and gave a 
short, discouraged laugh- 

“It's as simple as A B C,” stated 
Scovil. “But that makes it harder to 
figure than X Y Z. How many non* 
registered visitors on Pallas right 
now, Brett!” 

“Three hundred.” replied Brett. 
“That is three hundred and a few 
more. Most of them are going 
the “Achates,” the next space-liner 
that stops at Pallas. The “Achates’* 
is due Here tomorrow morning.” 

“I’m glad you specified a few more 
than three hundred,*’ declared Scovil, 
more grim than ever, “That black 
spaeefiehter could have held three 
men. That would be one to a hundred.” 

Brett stared blankly, then asked: 

“You mean they'll be posing as 
non-registered visitors!" 

"What else!” ScorilV query was 
blunt. “If they take passage on to- 


morrow's epaceiitver, they car. get off 
at Mars or tome other planet. With 
their power to think ahead, they can 
stir up wars, depreasiens, revolt*, 
whatever else they want. 

“However limited their mental ca- 
pacity,” continued the commas dirt, 
“they can Et.il outguess the greatest 
living scientists. la shirt, they cas 
take over what we <-*.11 the c:' .; .a*-d 
system — if we let them,-" 

“In that cose," declared Brett, very 
seriously, “we must not let 
“A very good thought,” rodeed Sco- 
v-L ‘‘And cow, Brett. *uppo*e you 
thick ahead, if you car,, and just tel. 
me bow we are going to step tr-.:r..” 

THE corcr/te' dart arose, cupped hi* 
hand to his brow. Has name 

slowly, meeLsrteaUy. as he sprcfwJ 
the tcomp'.inarior* of ‘he ion. 

“I have more proof that these men 
are Tnms-PiuteiUar.E,’* declared 3ec- 
v2, “nor can I prove that they intend 
to take over, though 1 fee! quite sure 
cf it. What makes h more unfortunate; 
I do not have the authority to detain 
nor -registered visitors vrs want to 
leave on tomorrow’s rpaotlic'-r.*' 

“'But you car; question fcB of them,” 
reminded Brett, brightening. “That 
rbuuid certainly give yoa a char, re of 
weeding out the Trar s-Pluteniat 
“Never a chance.” Scoy;] the*, k hr* 
head. “Don’t yrra see, Brett, if* their 
business lo think ahead. That give?' 
them the faculty of outwitting ns at 
every turn. We cocidat trap ♦hem 
with a sirgle question, be»u.ae they 
would know what it wax going to be 
before we even atked »t!“ 

“I guess they do have all the 

answers.” Brett’s voice wus “Ui r r f 
hollow echo. "But that males it all 
the mere important that yc»u 4c sr*ae. 
thing. Chief. And fart.” 

There was something sarcaetlc vs 
Swil’a am lie as be asked: ‘But 
what?” ’ 

“You eaa qu.i all atraftgers, at 
least,” asserted Brett, "Later on, you 
can prove that you followed your 
duty.” 

“Prove it to whom!” demanded 
Sccvll “Who will be running things 
after these three fiends have pi anted 
th* roots that will destroy til civil.'-' 
nation? Since I have no way of hold- 
ing them at present* what good can 
questioning do — ” 

AGAIN, the commandant halted. 
This time, ft was hii eyes, not Bretts 
that were staring widely. A strung? 
smile spread ever his face, then 
dwindled : 


50 


FANTASTIC SCIENCE FICTION 


You've something. Brett,” Sco- 
vil decayed. "What it is. I won't toll 
you. rut now at least. For your own 
good as 'xrr.i as mine, For the srood 
or the entire Solar System, for that 
matter, I m having every stranger on 
Fsiias brought to this 'office for ques- 
tmnirg. individually. I can at least 
tell you tli.it much: So go sad giv-u 
the order.” 

Trc-t turred away only to have Sco- 

vst call hmr hack. 

I cart tt'l you ore thtrg more,” 
the eeyr.riar.daat -added; "You can make 
:t pub :e knowledge zh.v. a great men- 
ace i« :n our nridst. You can state 
that I shall give each person a dean 
V.U if he shows the right credential*. 
But any false documents” — he shook 
hrs nead — "wiii simply lead to im- 
mediate arrest Have guards posted 
mjto'de. pj take our three suspected 
strangers into custody. I shall find 
them.” 

Scovfc'* final statement was emphat- 
ic and Br>;tt wanted to ask him how 
b> expected to do the impossible. Hut 
03 that point, the commandant'* lips 
scaled. He d.d. however, add one 
m ; .re specification' and a grim one. 

iurj-j - utrnran s an? danger- 
ous, Brett," rem,:ttded Scovii. “As my 
orderly, it is yv jr job to give me 
adequate protection while I am inte-> 
" ; ew.r ftrar-ger*. but without then 
kr.ow-.rg it. Hew you intend to do 
■.hat” — the commandant smiled — “is 
your own problem. I dost even want 
to know the slightest detail. Somebody 
might n.id r.:y riir.d about it.” 

0M-. hour iater, Seovil was hand- 
'■-■% - r '’~ ruse, of customers. Two tr.irr- 
u*es was the most that he could give 
it* scru taring passport* and other 
credentials as he interviewed each 
Sou- register t-«i visitor. The thirty-third 
stranger was 3 darkish, mild-eyed 
man vr.no showed a passport from 
Venus. Scovi! studied it ^ rje had 
t.ne others., then reached to hi* pulpisie 
pud. 

~ m gr- sr.g you clearance. Mr. Vod- 
ar. stated the commandant, noting 
.r.e name on the passport, "Show this 
to Vhr guard at the cuter door.” 

tcovii paused, smiling at Vcdar, but 
on the pul pine pad. which hi? hand 
ntscurvd so Vodar could not so? it, 
the commandant wrote: “We want this 
* an. Hold him in full custody ... 

R> " 

f ciiioig the sheet, ikmvii placed it in 
a self-sealing envelope, which he 
pivssmi tight as he gave it to Vodar, 

*,w man with the Vectoaian passport 
walked to the door, but before ScovU 
cou.d call out “Next:'' Vodar had 
swung around. Hi* hand released a 
kiiife that seemed to materialize at 
finger-tip* nR< j travel with the 
speed of a bird. 

Tlw thre w went wide as a sob-gun 
Signed from a loop-hole punched in 
tnv- glaaiuta wall. Soon, Brett appear- 
ed, calmly removed Vcdar'; body from 


the spot where it had sprawled. Those 
sob-guns were practically ultra-violet 
flame-jets. Very deadly in the hands 
of a capable man like Brett. 

All proceeded calmly and in regula- 
tion fashion until the hundred and 
nineteenth visitor, a self-styled Satur- 
nian named Throg. Scovii studied 
Throg as he had. Vodar; gave him the 
same kind of a sealed note. At the 
door, Throg tried the same knife trick. 
Btvd got him instead, from a punch- 
no’e in the ceiling. 

The two hundred ar\d forty-third 
stranger was an Earthian named Low- 
den, so he said. Scovi] gave him a note 
like Thro? and Vodar had received. 
Lewden went to the door: turned more 
suddenly than the others and tried to 
"get Scovi l sooner. But this time. Brett’ 
wap still quicker with the trigger of 
the sob-gun. 

Th-^v went through to the end of 
the list, Scovi] and Brett, just on 
the chance that the black spacefighter 
might have held an extra crew mem- 
^,But there was none. 

**HEX the interviews were finished, 
Brett entered the office and received 
the prompt congratulation* of the 
commandant. To those, the orderly 
could* only shake his head, 

"You did the real job. Chief!" ex- 
claimed Bret. '‘But how in all 'the 
worlds, civilized or uncivilized, did you 
manage to spot the three vou wani- 
**d?” 

For reply, Scovi! beckoned Brett 
-«>m *he offu-e. As they walked 
a-ong. Brett simply wondered all th» 
more. 

“There couldn't hare boon anything 
wmng w : th their passports/*' mused 
nrett. "They’d never have slipped on 
that. So I just don't get it.” 

“You will” asured Scovii, “and very 
soon,” 

Th.ey reached the cell-blocks reserv- 
ed for military prisoners. Occasion- 
al.?*, those were fairly well stocked 
with captured space pirates, but lately 
they had been almost empty. Mow, 
Brett was surprised to see them jam- 
med to full capacity. They contained 
no less than three hundred assorted 
strangers, all shaking their fists in 
unrestrained anger when they saw the 
commandant. 

Scovii ignored them for the moment, 
except for a gesture toward them as 
he spoke to Brett 

I gave them all the same note ” 
stated Scovii. “All three hundred odd. 
Every* time I looked at a passport, I 
sept saying one thing to myself as I 
read the strangers name: "'You are 
from that pirate ship— you are from 
that pirate ship’ — that was the 
thought I concentrated on. With it, I 
wrote an order to hold the bearer. The 
same thing for every man I inter- 
A.eaed. But naturally*, there were only 

three who could read rr.y mind ” 

“The three telepathic pirates!” in- 


terrupted Brett. “They must have 
thought jv>u'd singled them out. That’s 
why each of them tried to* kill you,” 
Exactly,” replied the commandant, 
as he gave a turnkey a nod to release 
the prisoners. "Only those three knew* 
how to think ahead. Their trouble was 
they, couldn't think back. If they had, 
they d have realized how secure they 
were and they, w 0 jidn'i'have fallen 
for my gamc.^irAmlnfltend is good 
enough, but it’s sometimes smarter to 
think hue* 

As Bret thought back, he decided 
that in thi.i case it certain?* was. The 
strange, uncanny power to think ahead 
had brought destruction to the men 
who owned it. 

Orderly Jon Brett had never heard 
of anybody getting hurt by thinking 
back. “ 

the end 
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for the first time but they have add- 
ed a new touch, the spiritual. 

The v riters are chosen from the 
fields of time travel, interplanetary 
voyaging®, cybernetics, robots, para- 
psychology, political science, alien 
life and communications. 

Anthony Boucher contributes the 
last story in the collection. Delightful 
is his treatment. He places his 
remnant of civilisation in San Fran- 
cisco in the not too distant year 
2090. Not much remains of our great 
age of the 19o0 s, A priest of very* 
high order is obliged to live incognito 
and make his journeys with the aid 
of a robass (not a robot) which sees 
ail, knows all and converses with the 
priest, even admonishes him. It is 
intriguing reading and to tell the 
synopsis here would spoil part of 
the fun. The good Samaritan will al- 
ways be with us. 

• “THE ASTOUNDING SCIENCE 
FICTION ANTHOLOGY” edited by 
John I\ . Campbell, Jr. and published 
by Simon and Schuster is an excel- 
lent collection of stories which have 
appeared previously in magazine form 
only. 

The introduction to the book is in 
itself worth the price of the volume. 
It consists of informative data which 
the painstaking Mr. Campbell has 
collected during his years in the 
literary field. A resume of the grow- 
th of the science fiction novel which 
he feels will be with us forever more. 
An excellent historical summary of 
STF. 

FIVE full-length stories compose 
“THE YEAR'S BEST SCIENCE- 
FICTION NOVELS FOR 1952," 
edited by Everett T. Bleiler and T. 
E. Dikty, published by Frederick Fell. 
Another volume in the yearly series, 
this will specially* interest all readers 
making a permanent collection of 
STF. 
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Convince yourself. See the amwing 
difference with your own eyes. Try 
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Plain Wrapper by Return Mail. Don't 
wait! Act NOW! 
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